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PREFACE. 

'T^HE  old  and  infirm  have  at  lead  this  privilege, 
-*•  that  thev  can  recal  to  their  minds  thofe  fccnes  of 
joy  in  which  they  once  delighted,  and  ruminate  over 
their  part  pleafures,  with  a  fatisfaftion  almoli  equal  to 
the  firll  enjoyment.  For  thofe  ideas,  to  which  any 
agreeable  fenfation  is  annexed,  are  eafily  excited;  as 
leaving  behind  the  moil  flrong  and  permanent  impref- 
fions.  The  amufements  of  our  youth  are  the  boafl  and 
comfort  of  our  declining  years.  The  ancients  carried 
this  notion  even  yet  further,  and  fuppofed  their  heroes 
in  the  Elyfian  Fields  were  fond  of  the  very  fame  di- 
reriions  they  exercifed  on  earth.  Death  itfelf  could 
not  wean  them  from  the  accuftomed  fports  and  gay- 
eties  of  life. 

**  Pars  in  gramineis  exercent  membra  palaeftris; 
"  Contendunt  ludo,  et  fulva  luftantur  arena  : 
**  Pars  pedibus  plaudunt  choreas,  et  carmina  dicunt. 
Arma  procul,  currufque  virum  miratur  inanes. 
Stant  terra  defixae  haftae,  paffimque  foluti 
Per  campum  pafcuntur  equi.    Quse  gratia  curram 
Armorumque  fuit  vivis,  quae  cura  nitentes 
Pafcere  equos,  eadem  fequitur  teliure  repoilos." 

Vip. G.  ^ncid.  vi. 
Part  on  the  grafly  cirque  their  pliant  limbs 
In  wreftling  cxercife,  or  on  the  fandg 
Struggling  difpute  the  prize.    Part  lead  the  rlng^ 
Or  fvvell  the  chorus  with  alternate  lays. 
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The  chief  their  arms  admires,  their  empty  cars. 
Their  lances  fix'd  in  earth.  Tn'  unharnefs'd  fteeds 
Graze  unreftrain'd ;  horfes,  and  cars,  and  arms. 
All  the  fame  fond  defires,  and  pleafxng  cares. 
Still  haunt  their  fhadea,  and  after  death  furvive. 
I  hope  therefore  I  may  be  indulged  (even  by  the  more 
grave  and  cenforious  part  of  mankind)  if  at  my  leifurc 
hour?,  I  run  over,  in  my  elhKDw-chair,  fome  of  thofe 
chacesj  which  were  once  the  delight  of  a  more  vigor- 
ous age.  It  is  an  entertaining,  and  (as  I  conceive)  a 
very  innocent  amufement.  The  refult  of  thefe  ramb- 
ling imaginations  will  be  found  in  the  following  poem; 
which  if  equally  diverting  to  my  readers,  as  to  my- 
felf,  I  ihall  have  gained  m.y  end.  I  have  intermixed 
the  preceptive  parts  with  fo  many  defcriptions  and 
digreffions  in  the  Gecrgick  manner,  that  I  hope  they 
will  not  be  tedicus.  I  am  fure  they  are  very  necefTary 
to  be  well  underftcod  by  any  gentleman,  who  would 
enjoy  this  noble  fport  in  full  perfection.  In  this  at  leaft 
I  may  comfort  myfelf,  that  I  cannot  trefpafs  upon 
their  patience  more  than  Markham,  Blome,  and  the 
other  prcfe  writers  upon  this  fubjedl. 

It  is  mcft  certain,  that  hunting  was  the  exercife  of 
the  greateft  heroes  in  antiquity.  By  this  they  formed 
themfelves  for  v,  ar ;  and  their  exploits  againft  wild 
beafts  were  a  prelude  to  their  other  victories.  Xeno- 
phon  fays,  that  almoft  all  the  ancient  heroes,  Neflor 
Thefeus,  Cailor,  Pollux,  Ulyfles,Dicmedes,  Achilles, 
Xrc.were  ^.u^-nla)  y.vvr,ytaiu  v ,  difciples  of  hunting ;  be- 
ing taught  carefully  that  an,  as  what  would  be  highly 
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ierviceable  to  them  in  military  difcipline.  Xen.  Cyne- 
getic.  And  Pliny  obferves,  thofe  who  were  defigned 
for  great  captains,  were  firil  taught  **  certare  cum  fu- 
*•  gacibus  feris  curfu,  cum  audacibus  robore,  cum 
**  callidis  aftu :"  to  conteft  with  the  fwifteft  wild  beafts, 
in  fpeed  ;  with  the  boldeft,  in  ftrength  ;  with  the  mofl 
cunning,  in  craft  and  fubtilty.  Plin.  Panegyr.  And 
the  Roman  emperors,  in  thofe  monuments  theyereded 
to  tranfmit  their  adlions  to  future  ages,  made  no  fcru- 
ple  to  join  the  glories  of  the  chace  to  their  moft  cele- 
brated triumphs.  Neither  were  their  poets  wantin* 
to  do  juftice  to  this  heroick  exercife.  Befide  that  of 
Oppian  in  Greek,  we  have  feveral  poems  in  Latin 
upon  hunting.  Gratius  was  contemporary  wiik 
Ovid ;  as  appears  by  this  verfe ; 

**  Aptaque  venanti  Gratius  arma  dabit." 

Lib.  iv.  Pont, 

Gratius  (hall  arm  the  huntfman  for  the  chace. 
Eut  of  his  works  only  fome  fragments  remain.  There 
are  many,  others  of  more  modern  date.  Amongft 
thefe  Nemefianus,  who  feems  very  m.iich  fuperior  to 
Gratius,  though  of  a  more  degenerate  age.  But  only 
a  fragment  of  his  firfl  book  is  preferved.  We  might 
indeed  have  expeded  to  have  leen  it  treated  morcat 
large  by  Virgil  in  his  third  Georgick,  llnce  it  is  ex- 
prefsly  part  of  his  fubjedt.  But  he  has  favoured  us 
only  with  ten  verfes  ;  and  what  he  fays  of  dogs,  ro 
lates  wholly  to  greyhounds  and  maftifts.. 

**  Yeloces  Sparta;  catulos^  acremque  MoIoiTum." 

Gcorg.  iii.. 

The  greyhcund  fwift,  and  mafliff's  furious  breecf. 
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•^And  he  directs  us  to  feed  them  with  butter-milk. 
"  Pafce  fero  pingui."  He  has,  it  is  true,  touched 
-upon  the  Chace  in  the  4th  and   7th  books  of  the 
JEneid.  But  it  is  evident,  that  the  art  of  hunting  is  very 
different  now  from  what  it  was  in  his  days,  and  very 
much  altered  and  improved  in  thefe  latter  ages.     It 
does  not  appear  to  me  that  the  ancients  had  any  no- 
tion of  purfuing  wild  beads  by  the  fcent  only,  with  a 
regular   and  well-difciplined  pack  of  hounds ;  and 
therefore  they  muft  have  paffed  for  poachers  amongft 
our  modern  fportfmen.  The  mufter-roll  given  us  by 
Ovid,  in  his  Ilory  of  Adlason,  is  of  all  forts  of  dogs, 
and  of  all  countries.  And  the  defcription  of  the  an- 
cient hunting,  as  we  find  it  in  the  antiquities  of  Pere 
de  Montfaucon  taken  from  the  Sepulchre  of  the  Na- 
fos,  and  the  Arch  of  Conftantine,  has  not  the  leaft 
trace  of  the  manner  now  in  ufe. 

Whenever  the  ancients  mention  dogs  followed  by 

•  the  fcent,  they  mean  no  more  than  finding  out  the 

game  by  the  nofe  of  one  fmgle  dog.      This  was  as 

much  as  they  knew  of  the   "  odora  canum  vis.'' 

Thus  Nemefianus  fays, 

*'  Odorato  nofcunt  velligia  prato, 
**  Atque  etiam  leporum  fecreta  cubilia  monirrant." 
They  challenge  on  the  mead  the  recent  ftains, 
And  trail  the  hare  unto  her  fecret  form. 
Oppian  has  a  long  defcription  of  thefe  dogs  in  his  firft 
book,  from  ver.  479  to  526.     And  here,  though  he 
feems  to  defcribe  the  hunting  of  the  hare  by  the  fcent 
through  many  turnings  and  windings ;  yet  he  really 
fays  no  more,  than  that  one  of  thofe  hounds,  which  he 
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cills  /;^y£i;T?'^£?,  finds  out  the  game.  For  he  follows 
the  fcent  no  further  than  the  hare's  form  j  from 
whence,  after  he  has  llarted  her,  he  purfues  her  by 
fight.  1  am  indebted  for  thefe  two  laft  remarks  to  a 
reverend  and  very  learned  gentleman,  whofe  judg- 
ment in  the  belles  lettres  nobody  difputes,  and  whofe 
approbation  gave  me  the  afTurance  to  publilli  this 
poem. 

Oppian  alfo  obferves,  that  the  beft  fort  of  thefe 
finders  were  brought  from  Britain  ;  this  ifland  having 
always  been  famous  (as  it  is  at  this  day)  for  the  bell 
breed  of  hounds,  for  perfons  the  bell  ikilled  in  the 
art  of  hunting,  and  for  horfes  the  moll  enduring  to 
follow  the  chace.  It  is  therefore  ftrange  that  none 
of  our  poets  have  yet  thought  it  worth  their  while  to 
treat  of  this  fubjedl ;  which  is  without  doubt  very 
noble  in  itfelf,  and  very  well  adapted  to  receive  the 
moll  beautiful  turns  of  poetry.  Perhaps  our  poets 
have  no  great  genius  for  hunting.  Yet  I  hope,  my 
brethren  of  the  couples,  by  encouraging  this  firll, 
but  imperfeft,  effay,  will  fhew  the  world  they  have 
at  lead  fome  tafte  for  poetry. 

The  ancients  efteemed  hunting,  not  only  as  a 
imanly  and  warlike  exercife,  but  as  highly  conducive 
to  health.  The  fam.ous  Galen  recommends  it  above 
all  others,  as  not  only  exercifmg  the  body,  but  giving 
delight  and  entertainment  to  the  m.ind.  And  he  calls 
the  inventors  of  this  art  wife  men,  and  well  Ikilled  in 
human  nature.     Lib.  de  parvas  pilae  exercitio. 

The  gentlemen,  who  are  fond  of  a  gingle  at  the 
clofe  of  every  verfe,  and  think  no  poem  truly  mufical 

but 
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but  what  is  in  rhyme,  will  here  find  themfelves  dif- 
appointed.  If  they  be  pleafed  to  read  over  the  fhort 
preface  before  the  Paradife  Loft,  Mr.  Smith's  poem 
in  memory  of  his  friend  Mr.  John  Philips,  and  the 
Archbifliop  of  Cambray's  letter  to  Monfieur  Fonte- 
nelle,  they  may  probably  be  of  another  opinion.  For 
my  own  part,  I  fhall  not  be  alhamed  to  follow  the 
example  of  Milton,  Philips,  Thomfon,  and  all  cur 
beft  tragick  writers. 

Some  few  terms  of  art  are  difperfed  here  and  there ; 
But  fuch  only  as  are  abfolutely  requifite  to  explain  my 
fubjed.  I  hope  in  this  the  criticks  will  excufe  me ;  for 
I  am  humbly  of  opinion,  that  the  affedlation,  arul  not 
the  necefiary  ufe,  is  the  proper  objed  of  their  cenfure. 

But  I  have  done.  I  know  the  impatience  of  my 
brethren,  when  a  fine  day,  and  the.  concert  of  the 
kennel,  invite  them  abroad.  I  iliall  therefore  leave 
my  reader  to  fuch  diverfion  as  he  may  find  in  the 
poem  itfelf. 

**  En  age,  fegnes, 
"  Rumpe  moras ;  vocat  ingenti  clamore  Citha^ron, 
'*  Taygetique  canes,  domitrLxque  Epidaurus  equorum; 
**  Et  vox  aflenfu  nemorum  ingeminata  remugit." 

ViRG.  Gecrg.  iii, 

IJark,  away, 
Caft  far  behind  the  lingering  cares  of  life. 
Cithzeron  calls  aloud,  and  in  full  cry 
Thy  hounds,  Taygetus.     Epidaurus  trains 
For  us  the  generous  fteed ;  the  hunter's  Ihouts., 
And  chearing  cries,  afTenting  woods  return. 
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"X  "I  rHILE  you,  Sir,  gain  the  ileep  afcent  to  fame. 

And  honours  due  to  deathlefs  merit  claim; 

To  a  weak  Mufe  a  kind  indulgence  lend. 

Fond  with  juft  praife  your  labours  ix)  commend ^ 

And  tell  the  world  that  Somervile  's  her  friend. 

Hex  inccnfe  guihlefs  of  the  forms  of  art 

Breathes  all  the  huntfman's  honefty  of  heart; 

Whcfe  fancy  Hill  the  pleafmg  fcene  retains 

Of  Edric's  villa,  and  Ardenna's  plains : 

Joys,  which  from  change  fuperior  charms  receiv'd,. 

The  horn  hoarfe  founding  by  the  lyre  reliev'd: 

When  the  dav  crown'd  with  rural  chafte  deligrht, 

Ref.gns  obfequious  to  the  feflive  night; 

I'hc  felHve  night  awakes  th'  harmonious  lav,. 

And  in  fweet  verfe  recounts  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 

Strange  !  that  the  Britifh  Mufe  fhould  leave  fo  long. 

The  Chace,  the  fport  of  BritaiJi's  kings,  unfjng  I 

.Diftinguiih'd  land !   by  Heaven  indulg'd  to  breed 

The  (tout,  fagacious  hound,  and  generous  ileed; 

In  vain  !   while  yet  no  bard  adorn 'd  our  ifie. 

To  ceU'brate  the  glorious  f/lvan  toil. 

Foif 


For  this  what  darling  fon  fliaJl  feel  thy  fire, 
God  of  th'  unerring  bow,  and  tuneful  lyre  ? 
Our  vows  are  heard — Attend,  ye  vocal  throng, 
Somervile  meditates  th*  adventurous  fong. 
Bold  to  attempt,  and  happy  to  excel, 
His  numerous  verfe  the  huntfman's  art  fhall  tell. 
From  him,  ye  Britifh  youths,  a  vigorous  race. 
Imbibe  the  various  fcience  of  the  chace ; 
And  while  the  well-plann'd  fyftem  you  admire, 
Know  Erunfwick  only  could  the  work  infpire; 
A  Georgick  Mufe  awaits  Auguilan  days. 
And  Somerviles   \\ill    fmg,    v/hen  Fredericks  give 
the  bavs. 
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/^NCE  more,  my  friend,  I  touch  the  trembling  lyre, 
^-"^  And  in  my  bofom  feel  poetic  fire. 
For  thee  I  quit  the  law's  more  rugged  ways. 
To  pay  my  humble  tribute  to  thy  lays. 
What,  though  I  daily  turn  each  learned  fage. 
And  labour  through  the  unenlighten'd  page  : 
V/ak'd  by  thy  lines,  the  borrow'd  flames  I  feel. 
As  flints  give  fire  when  aided  by  the  Heel. 
Though  in  fulphureous  clouds  of  fmoke  confin'd, 
T^y  rural  icenes  fpring  frefli  into  my  mind. 
Thy  genius  in  fuch  colours  paints  the  chace. 
The  real  to  fiftitious  joys  give  place. 
When  the  wild  mufic  charms  my  ravifli'd  ear. 
How  dull,  how  taftelefs  Handel's  notes  appear  \ 
Ev'n  Farinelli's  felf  the  palm  refigns. 
He  yields — but  to  the  mufick  of  thy  lines. 
If  friends  to  poetry  can  yet  be  found  ; 
Who  without  blufhing  fenfe  prefer  to  found ; 
Then  let  this  foft,  this  foul-enfeebling  band, 
'Vhcfe  warbling  minftrels,  quit  the  beggar'd  land. 

They 
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They  but  a  momentary  joy  impart, 

'Tis  you,  who  touch  the  foul,  and  warm  the  heart. 

How  tempting  do  thy  fylvan  fports  appear  ! 

Ev'n  wUA  Ambition  might  vouchfafe  an  ear. 

Might  her  fond  luft  of  power  a  while  compofe. 

And  gladly  change  it  for  thy  fweet  repcfe. 

No  fierce,  unruly  fenates,  threaten  here. 

No  axe,,  no  fcafFold,  to  the  view  appear. 

No  envy,  difappointment,  and  defpair. 

Here,  bleft  viciffitude,  whene'er  you  pleafe. 

You  ftep  from  exercife  to  learned  eafe  : 

Turn  o'er  each  claflic  page,  each  beauty  trace. 

The  mind  unwearied  in  the  pleafing  chace. 

Oh !  would  kind  Heaven  fuch  happinefs  bellow, 

JLet  fools,  let  knaves,  be  mailers  here  below. 

Grandeur  and  place,  thofe  baits  to  catch  the  wife> 

And  all  their  pageant  train^  I  pity  and  defpife. 
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THE      C    H    A    C    E. 
BOOK  I. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

The  fubjeiTt  propofed.  Addrefs  to  his  Royal  High- 
nefs  the  Prince.  The  origin  of  hunting.  The  rude 
and  unpolifhed  manner  of  the  firll  hunters.  Beails 
at  firft  hunted  for  food  and  facrifice.  The  grant 
made  by  God  to  man  of  the  beafls,  Sec.  The  re- 
gular manner  of  hunting  hrfl  brought  into  this 
ifland  by  the  Normans.  The  bell  hounds  and  bell 
horfes  bred  here.  The  advantage  of  this  exer- 
cife  to  us,  as  iflanders.  Addrefs  to  gentlemen  of 
ellates.  Situation  of  the  kennel  and  its  feveral 
courts.  The  diverfion  and  employment  of  hounds 
in  the  kennel.  The  different  forts  of  hounds  for 
each  different  chace.  Defcription  of  a  perfedl 
hound.  Of  fizing  and  forting  of  hounds,  the  mid- 
dle-fized  hound  recommended.  Of  the  large  deep- 
mouthed  hound  for  hunting  the  flag  and  otter. 
Of  the  lime-hound;  their  ufe  on  the  borders  of 
Lngland  and  Scotland.  A  phyfical  account  of 
fcents.  Of  good  and  bad  fccnting  days.  A.lhort 
admonition  to  my  brethren  of  the  couples. 

OPHE  Chace  I  fmg,  Hounds, and  their  various  breed, 

"^    And  no  lefs  various  ufe.  O  thou  Great  Prince ! 

Whom  Cambria's  lowering  hills  proclaim  their  lord. 

Deign 
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Deign  thou  to  hear  my  bold,  inilruiSlive  fong. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pompous  Ihevv,  5 

Rear  the  triumphal  arch,  rich  with  th'  exploits 
Of  thy  illullrious  houfe ;  while  virgins  pave 
Thy  way  with  flowers,  and,  as  the  Royal  Youth 
Pafling  they  view,  admire  and  figh  in  vain ; 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fondly  proud  10 

Of  their  exotic  minflrels,  and  fhrill  pipes. 
The  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  fong. 
And  airs  foft-warbling ;  my  hoarfe-founding  horn 
Invites  thee  to  the  Chace,  the  fport  of  kings; 
Image  of  war,  without  its  guilt.     The  Mufe         15 
Aloft  on  wing  Ihall  foar,  condudl  with  care 
Thy  foaming  courfer  o'er  the  fteepy  rock. 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  fafe. 
Light-bounding  o'er  the  wave,  from  Ihore  to  Ihore. 
Be  thou  our  great  proteftor,  gracious  Youth  1        20 
And  if,  in  future  times,  fome  envious  prince, 
Carelefs  of  right  and  guileful,  fhould  invade 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  fhould  llrive  in  vain 
To  wrell:  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand ; 
Thy  hunter-train,  in  chearful  green  array 'd,         25 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  inur'd  to  toils) 
Shall  compafs  thee  around,  die  at  thy  feet. 
Or  hew  thy  paffage  through  th'  embattled  foe. 
And  clear  thy  way  to  fame :  infpir'd  by  thee 
The  nobler  chace  of  glory  fhall  purfue  30 

Through  fire,  andfmoke,  and  blood,  and  fields  of  death. 

Nature,  in  her  produdions  flow,  afpires 
By  juil  degrees  to  reach  Perfedion's  height: 

So 
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So  mimic  Art  works  leifurely,  till  Time 
Improve  the  piece,  or  wife  Experience  give  35 

The  proper  finifhing.     When  Nimrod  boM, 
That  mighty  hunter,  firft  made  war  on  beafts. 
And  ilain'd  the  woodland-green  with  purple  dye. 
New,  and  unpolifh'd  was  the  huntfman's  art ; 
No  dated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide.  40 

With  clubs  and  flones,  rude  implements  of  war, 
He  arm'd  his  favage  bands,  a  multitude 
Untrain'd;  of  twining  ofiers  form'd,  they  pitch        * 
Their  artlefs  toils,  then  range  the  defert  hills. 
And  fcower  the  plains  below  ;  the  trembling  herd  45 
Start  at  th'  unufual  found,  and  clamorous  Ihoct 
Unheard  before  ;  furpriz'd  alas  !   to  £nd 
Man  now  their  foe,  v.  horn  erft  they  deem'd  their  lord, 
Eut  mild  and  gentle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Secure  they  graz'd.  Death  ftretches  o'er  the  phin  59 
Wide-walling,  and  grim  flaughter  red  with  blood : 
Urg'd  on  by  hunger  keen,  they  wound,  they  kill. 
Their  rage  licentious  knows  no  bound  ;  at  lall, 
Incumber'd  with  their  fpoil:,  joyful  they  bear 
Upon  their  fhoulders  broad  the  bleeding  prey.       ^5 
Part  on  their  altars  fmoke  a  facrihce 
To  that  all-gracious  pcv/er,  whofe  bounteous  hand 
Supports  his  wide  creation;  what  remains 
On  living  coals  they  broil,  inelegant 
Of  tafte,  nor  fkiil'd  as  yet  in  nicer  arts  60 

Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Devotion  pure. 
And  ftrong  neceflity,  thus  firfl  began 
The  chace  of  beafls :  though  Moody  was  tlie  deed. 
Vol.  XL.  C  Yet 
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Yet  without  guilt.     For  the  green  herb  alone 
Unequal  to  fuftain  man's  labouring  race,  65 

Now  every  moving  thing  that  liv'd  on  e3.rth 
Was  granted  him  for  food  *.     So  juH  is  Heaven, 
To  give  us  in  proportion  to  our  \v3.nt5. 
Or  chance  or  induftry  in  after-time 
Some  few  improvements  made,  but  fhort  as  yet    70 
Of  due  perfection.     In  this  ifle  remote 
Our  painted  ancellors  were  flow  to  learn, 
To  arms  devote,  of  the  politer  arts 
?<or  fkiird  nor  iludious ;  till  from  Neuilria's  coalb 
Vidlorious  William,  to  moce  decent  rules  75 

Subdu'd  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  fpeak 
The  proper  dialed,  with  horn  and  voice 
,  To  cheer  the  bufy  hound,  whofe  well-known  cry 
His  liflening  peers  approve  with  joint  acclaim. 
From  him-  fucceflive  huntfmen  learn'd  to  join        80 
In  .bloody  fecial  leagues,  the  multitude 
Difpers'd.  to  fize,  to  fort  .their  various  tribes. 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  difcipline  the  pack. 

Hail,  happy  Britain!   highly  favour'd  ifle. 
And  Heav'n's  peculiar  care !   To  thee  ^ti*  giv^en   85 
To  train  the  fprightly  ileed,  more  fleet  than  thofe 
Begot  -by  winds,  or  the  celeftial  breed 
That  bore  the  great  Pelides  through  the  p^efs 
Of  heroes  arm'd,  and  broke  their  crowded  ranks ; 
Which  proudly  neighing,  with  the  fun  begins        90 
Chearful  his  courfe  r  and  ere  his  beams  decline. 

Has 

*  Gen.  chap.  Ik,  ver.  j. 
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Has  meafui'd  half  thy  furface  unfadgu'd. 
In  thee  alone,  fair  land  of  liberty  1 
Is  bred  the  perfcd  hound,  in  fcent  and  fpeed 
As  yet  unrival'd,   while  in  other  climes  9^ 

Their  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  race. 
In  vain  malignant  fteams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  the  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  coafts. 
The  huntfman  ever  gay,  robull:,  and  bold. 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides  100 

In  this  delightful  exercife,   to  raife 
His  drooping  herd,  and  chear  his  heart  with  joy. 

Ye  vigorous  youths,  by  fmiling  Fortune  blell 
With  lai-ge  demefnes,  hereditary  wealth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wife  fore-fathers'  care,  105 
Hear  and  attend  !  while  I  the  means  reveal 
T'  enjoy  thofe  pleafures,  for  the  weak  too  ibong. 
Too  coilly  for  the  poor  :  To  rein  the  ileed 
Swift-ftretching  o'er  the  plain,  to  chear  the  pack 
Opening  in  conforts  of  harmonious  joy,  no 

But  breathing  death.  What  though  the  gripe  fevere 
Of  brazen-iiiled  Time,  and  How  difeafe 
Creeping  through  every  vein,  and  nerve  unflrung, 
Aiflid  my  fhatter'd  frame,  undaunted  Hill, 
FixM  as  a  mountain  afh,  that  braves  the  bolts       115 
Of  angry  Jove;  though  blafted,  yetunfallen; 
Still  can  my  foul  in  Fancy's  mirrour  view 
Deeds  glorious  once,  recal  thejoyous  fcene 
In  all  its  fplendors  deck'd,  o'^r  the  full  bowl 
Recount  my  triumphs  pafl,  urge  others  on  1 20 

With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  tiie  winding  way : 

C  2-  PleasM 
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Pleas'd  with  that  fecial  fweet  garrulity. 
The  poor  dilbanded  veteran's  fole  delight. 

Firft  let  the  Kennel  be  the  huntfoian's  care. 
Upon  fome  little  eminence  eredl,  1 25 

And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  dawn  ;  its  courts 
On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 
The  fun's  all-chearing  beams,  when  mild  he  fhines. 
And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.     For  much  the  pack 
(Rous'dfromtheirdark  alcoves)  delighttollretch  130 
And  bafk  in  his  invigorating  ray  : 
Warn'd  by  the  flreaming  light  and  merry  lark. 
Forth  rulh  the  jolly  clan  ;  with  tuneful  throats 
Thev  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 
Salute  the  new-born  day.     For  not  alone  135 

The  vefretable  world,  but  men  and  brutes 
Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 
At  his  approach.     Fountain  of  light  !  if  chance 
Some  envious  cloud  veil  thv  refulg-ent  brow. 
In  vain  the  Mufes  aid;  untouch'd,  unilrung,      140 
Lies  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  defponding  bard 
Sits  darklv  muling  o'er  th'  unfinifh'd  lav. 

Let  no  Corinthian  Pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  vain  expence,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  difpos'd,  to  clothe  the  tatter'd  wretch,     145 
Who  fhrinks  beneath  the  blaft,  to  feed  the  poor 
Pinch'd  with  affliflive  want :  For  ufe,  not  Hate, 
Gracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rife. 
O'er  all  let  cleanlinefs  preflde,  no  fcraps 
Beftrew  the  pavement,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones  150 
To  kindle  fierce  debate,  or  to  difguit 

That 
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That  nicer  fenfe,  on  which  the  fportfrnan's  hope. 

And  all  his  future  triumphs,  muft  depend. 

Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy 

Have  lapp'd  their  fmoking  viands,  morn  or  eve,    155 

From  the  full  ciftcm  lead  the  ductile  flreams. 

To  wafti  thy  court  well  pav'd,  nor  fpare  thy  pains. 

For  much  to  health  will  cleanlineis  avail. 

Seek'fl:  thou  for  hounds  to  climb  the  rocky  fteep. 

And  brufh  th'entangled  covert,  whofe  nice  fcent   1 60 

O'er  greafy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 

Can  pick  the  dubious  way  ?     Banifh  far  ofF 

Each  noifome  flench,  let  no  ofFenlive  fmell 

Invade  thy  wide  inclofure,  but  admit 

The  nitrous  air  and  purifying  breeze.  16 z 

Water  and  fhade  no  lefs  demand  thy  care : 
In  a  large  fquare  th'  adjacent  field  inclofe. 
There  plant  in  equal  ranks  the  fpreading  elm. 
Or  fragrant  lime  ;  moft  happy  thy  defign. 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  fpacious  court,  1 70 

A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  cryftal  brook. 
From  its  tranfparent  bofom  fhall  reflect 
Downward  thy  ftrudlure  and  inverted  grove. 
Here  when  the  fun's  too  potent  gleams  annoy 
The  crowded  kennel,  and  the  drooping  pack,       17^ 
Reftlefs,  and  faint,  loll  their  unmoiften'd  tongues. 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails,  to  cooler  fhades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribe  ;  foon  (halt  thou  find 
The  cordial  breeze  their  fainting  hearts  revive : 
Tumultuous  foon  they  plunge  into  the  ftream,      iSo 
There  lave  their  recking  fides,  with  greedy  joy 

C  3  Gulp 
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Gnlp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  that 
From  fhore  to  fliore  they  fwim,  while  clamour  loud 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood: 
Then  on  the  funny  bank  they  roll  and  ftretch       1 85 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  elfe  in  wanton  rings 
Courfmg  around,  purfiiing  and  purfued. 
The  merry  multitude  difporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  obfervant  eye. 
Attend  their  frolicks,  which  too  often  end  1 90 

In  bloody  broils  and  death.     High  o'er  thy  head 
Wave  thy  refounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice 
Fierce-menacing  o'er-rule  the  ftern  debate. 
And  quench  their  kindling  rage ;  for  oft  in  Iport 
Begun,  combat  enfaes,  grov/ling  they  fnarl,        195 
Then  on  their  haunches  rear'd,  rampant  they  feize 
Each  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
Befmear'd,  they  wound,  they  tear,  till  on  the  ground. 
Panting,  half  dead  the  conquer'd  champion  lies  : 
Then  fudden  all  the  bafe  i<jnoble  cTOwd  200 

Loud-clamouring  feize  the  helplefs  worried  wretch 
And  thirlHng  for  his  blood,  drag  diiFerent  ways 
His  mangled  carcafs  on  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 
O  breafts  of  pity  void  I  t'  opprefs  the  weak. 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendlefs  head,    205 
And  with  one  mutual  cry  infult  the  fall'n  ! 
Emblem  too  juft  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

Others  apart,  by  native  inftincl  led. 
Knowing  inllrudlor  !   'mong  the  ranker  grafs 
Cull  each  falubrious  plant,  with  bitter  juice         210 
Coneodive  rtor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 

Eachr 
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£ach  vicious  ferment.     Thus  the  hand  divine 
Of  Providence,  beneficent  and  kind 
To  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prefcribes 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himfelf  115 

Their  great  phyfician.     Now  grown  ftifFwith"  age. 
And  many  a  painful  chace,  the  wife  old  hound, 
Regardlefs  of  the  froiick  pack,  attends* 
His  mafter*s  fide,  or  flumbers  at  his  eafe 
Beneath  the  bending  fhade ;  there  many  a  ring     220 
Runs  o*er  in  dreams  ;  now  on  the  doubtful  foil 
Puzzles  perplex'd,  or  doubles  intricate 
Cautious  unfolds,  then  wirtg'd  with  all  his  fpeed. 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  feize  his  panting  prey  : 
And  in  imperfeft' whimperings  fpeaks  his  joy.      22$ 

A  different  hound  for  every  different  chace 
Sele6l  with  judgment ;  nor  the  timorous  hare 
O'ermatch'd  dellroy,-  but  leave  that  vile  offence 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  courfing  crev>';  intent 
On  blood  and  fpoil.  O  blail  their  hopes,  jull  Heaven  i 
And  ail  their  painful  drudgeries  repay 
With  difappointment  and  fevere  remorfe. 
But  hufband  thou  thy  pleafures,  and  give  fcope 
To  all  her  fubtle  play  :  by  nature  led 
A  thoufand  fhifts  (he  tries  ;  t'  unravel  thefe         235 
Th'  induftrious  beagle  twifts  his  waving  tail, 
Through  all  her  labmnths  purfues,  and  rings 
Her  doleful  knell.   See  there  with  countenance  blithe. 
And  with  a  courtly  grin,  the  fawning  hound 
Salutes  thee  cowering,  his  wide  opening  nofe     2^3 
Upward-he  curls,  and  his  large  floe-black  eyes 

C  4  '     Melt 
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Melt  in  foft  blandiihments,  and  humble  joy  ; 
His  glofTy  (kin,  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue, 
Th  lights  or  fhades  by  Nature's  pencil  drawn, 
Refleds  the  various  tints ;  his  ears  and  legs         245 
Fleckt  here  and  there,  in  gay  enamel'd  pride. 
Rival  the  fpeckled  pard ;  his  rufh-grown  tail 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  arch ; 
On  fhoulders  clean,  upright  and  firm  he  (lands ; 
His  round  cat  foot,  flrait  haras,  and  wide-fpread  thighs.. 
And  his  low-dropping  cheft,  confefs  his  fpeed,    25 1 
His  ftrength,  his  wind,  or  on  the  "ileepy  hill. 
Or  far-extended  plain  ;  in  ev€ry  part 
So  well  proportion'd,  that  the  nicer  (kill 
Of  Phidias  himfelf  can't  blame  thy  choice.  255 

Of  fuch  compofe  thy  pack.     But  here  a  mean 
Obferve,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  fize 
Gigentick  ;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Painfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Torn  and  embarrafs'd  bleeds;  But  if  too  fmall,  260 
The  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  fwims ; 
Moll'd  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  Inglorious;  or  elfe  fnivering  creep 
Benumb'd  and  faint  beneath  the  llieltering  thorn. 
For  hounds  of  middle  fize,  a<5live  and  ftrong,      265 
V/ill  better  anfv^er  all  thy  various  ends. 
And  crown  thy  pleafing  labours  with  fucccfs. 
As  fome  brave  captain,  curious  and  exa6l. 
By  his  fix'd  llandard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
His  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move  270 

Step  afier  ftep,  their  fize  the  fame,  their  arms 

Far- 
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Far-gleaming,  dart  the  fame  united  blaze : 
Reviewing  generals  his  merit  own  ; 
IIow  regular!   howjuft!    And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mighty  George  approve.       27-5 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  touch 
Thv  generous  foul,  and  the  world'^  juft  applaufe. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  hounds 
Of  different  kinds  ;  difcordant  founds  fhull  grate 
Thy. ears  offended,  and  a  lagging  line  280 

Of  babbling  curs  difgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  th'  amphibious  otter  be  thy  chace. 
Or  ftately  ftag,  that  o'er  the  woodland  reigns ; 
Or  if  the  harmonious  thunder  of  the  field 
Delight  thy  raviih'd  ears ;  the  deep-flew'd  hound.285 
Breed  up  with  care,  ftrong,  heavy,  flow,  butfure; 
Whofe  ears  down-hanging  from  his  thick  round  head 
Shall  Aveep  the  morning  dew,  whofe  clanging  voice 
Awake  the  mountain  echo  in  her  cell. 
And  fliake  the  forefts :    The  bold  Talbot  kind     290 
Of  thefe  the  prime ;  as  white  as  Alpine  fnows ; 
And  great  their  ufe  of  old.    Upon  the  banks 
Of  Tweed,  flow  winding  through  the  vale,  the  feat 
Of  war- and  rapine  once,  ere  Britons  knew 
The  fweets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  commands  ^95 
To  lafting  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd. 
There  dwelt  a  pilfering  race  ;   well  train'd  and  fkill'd 
In  all  the  myfferies  of  theft,  the  fpoil 
Their  only  fubllance,  feuds  and  war  their  fport : 
Not  more  expert  in  every  fraudful  art  300 


Th' 
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Th*  arch  *^  felon  was  of  old,  who  by  the  tail 
Drew  back  his  lowing'  prize :  in  vain  his  v&ile's,. 
In  vain  the  fhelter  of  the  covering  rock, 
Trt  vain  the  footy  cloud,  and  ruddy  flames 
That  ifTued  from  his  mouth  ;   for  foon  he  paid     30^ 
His  forfeit  life  :  a  debt  how  juftly  due 
To  wrong'd  Alcides,  and  avenging  Heaven  I 
Veil'd  in  the  Ihades  of  night  they  ford  the  flfearfi. 
Then  prowling  far  and  near,  whate*er  they  feize 
Becomes  their  prey ;  nor  flocks  nor  herds  are  fafe,  310 
Nor  ilalls  protedl  the  ffeer,  nor  ftrong-barr'd  doors 
Secure  the  favourite  horfe.    ^cton  as  the  morn 
Reveals  his  wrongs,  with  ghailly  vifage  wan 
The  plunder'd  owner  {lands,  and  from  his  lips' 
A  thoufand  thronging  curfes  burft  their  way:      315- 
He  ca^ls  his  flout  allies',  and  in  a  line 
His  fhithful  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  ^•o^ce 
That  utters  loud  his  rage,  attentive  chear^:- 
Sdon  the  fagacious  brute,  his  curling  tail 
Flourilh'd  in  air,  low  bending  plies  arourid  32^' 

His  bufy  nofe,  the  fteaming  vapour  fnuff^s 
Inquifitive,  nor  leaves  one  turf  untried. 
Till,  confcious  of  the  recent  ftains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick  ;  his  fnuffling  nofe,  his  aftive  tail,. 
Attefl:  his  joy ;  then  with  deep  opening  mouth,  32^ 
That  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims 
Th'  audacious  felon  ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  winding  way,  while  all  the  lilbening  crowd 

Applaud 

•  Cacus,  Virg.  JEn.  lib.  vliu 
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Applaud  his  reafonings.    O'er  the  watery  ford, 
Diy  Tandy  heaths,  and^  flony  barren  hills,  330 

O'er  beaten  paths,  with  men  and  beads  diltain'd. 
Unerring  he  purfues ;  till  at  the  cot 
Arriv'd,  and  feizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  caitif  vile,  redeems  the  captive  prey  : 
So  exquinteiy  delicate  his  fenfe  !  335, 

Should  fome  mere  curious  fportfrnan  here  enquire- 
Whence  this  fagacity,  this  wondrous  power 
Of  tracing  llep  by  ftep,  or  man  or  brute  ? 
What  guide  invifible  point's  ont  their  way. 
O'er  the  dank  marfli,  bleak  hill,  and  fandy  plain  ?  340- 
The  courteous  Mufe  fliall  the  dark  caufe  reveal. 
The  blood  that  from  the  heart  incefiant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimfon  tide,  then  here  and  there 
In  fmaller  rills  difparted,  as  it  flows 
Propeird,  the  ferous  particles  evade  34-^ 

Through  th'  open  pores,  and  with  the  ambient  air 
Entangling  mix.    As  fuming  vapours  rife. 
And  hang  upon  the  gently  purling  brook. 
There  by  th'  incumbent  atmofphere  comprefs'd. 
The  panting  chace  grows  warmer  as  he  flies,       350 
And  through  the  net-work  of  the  fkin  perfpires; 
Leaves  a  long-fl:reaming  trail  behind,  which  by 
The  cooler  air  condens'd,  remains,  unlefs 
By  fome  rude  ft:orm  difpers'd,  or  rarified 
By  the  meridian  fun's  intenfej'  heat.  3^r 

To  every  flirub  the  warm  effluvia  cling. 
Hang  on  the  grafs,  impregnate  earth  and  fkics. 
With  noflrils  opening  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 

The 
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The  vigorous  hounds  purfue,  with  every  breath 
-  Inhale  the  grateful  fteam,  quick  pleafures  fting     360 
Their  tingling  nerves,  while  they  their  thanks  repay. 
And  in  triumphant  melody  confefs 
The  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Depend  the  hunter's  hopes.    When  ruddy  ftreaks 
At  eve  forebode  a  bluftering  ftormy  day,  365 

Or  lowerin?  clouds  blacken  the  mountain's  brow. 
When  nipping  frofts,  and  the  keen  biting  blafls 
Of  the  dry  parching  eall:,  jnenace  the  trees 
With  tender  blofibms  teeming,  kindly  fpare 
Thy  fleeping  pack,  in  their  warm  beds  of  rtraw   37O 
Low-fmklng  at  their  eafe ;  liillefs  they  fhrink 
Into  fome  dark  recefs,  nor  hear  thy  voice 
Though  oft  invok'd;  or  haply  if  thy  call 
Roufe  up  the  flumbering  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes 
Glaz'd,lifelefs,du]l,downward  they  droptheir  tails  375 
Inverted;  high  on  their  bent  backs  ereft 
Their  pointed  briflles  flare,  or  *mong  the  tufts 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  flomach-healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  fick,  fpiritlefs,  forlorn. 
Thefe  inaufpicious  days,  on  other  cares  380 

Employ  thy  precious  hours ;  th'  improving  friend 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  fcience^  feafon'd  with  good-natur'd  wit. 
But  if  th'  inclement  fkies  and  angry  Jove 
Forbid  the  pleafmg  intercourfe,  thy  books  385 

Invite  thy  ready  hand,  each  facred  page 
Rich  with  the  wife  remarks  of  heroes  old. 
Converfe  familiar  with  th'  illuftrious  dead ; 

With 
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V/ith  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome, 

Enlarge  thy  free-bornheart,andbIefskindHeaven, 390 

That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  Liberty, 

That  balm  of  life,  that  fweeteft  bleiTmg,  cheap 

Though  purchas'd  with  our  blood.  Well-bred,  polite. 

Credit  thy  calling.     Seel  how  mean,  how  low. 

The  booklefs  fauntering  youth,  proud  of  the  ikut  395 

That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flouriili'd  belt. 

And  rufty  couples  gingling  by  his  fide. 

Be  thou  of  other  mold  ;  and  know  that  fuch 

Tranfporting  pleafures  were  by  Heaven  ordain*d 

Wifdom's  relief,  and  A'irtue's  great  reward.       400 


BOOK 
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BOOK        II. 


THE      ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  power  of  inllin<5l  in  brutes.  Two  remarkable 
inftances  in  the  hunting  of  the  roebuck,  and  in  the 
hare  going  to  feat  in  the  morning.  Of  the  variety 
of  feats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  according  to  the 
change  of  the  feafon,  weather,  or  wind.  Defcription 
•of  the  hare-hunting  in  all  its  parts,  interfperfed 
with  rules  to  be  obferved  bv  thofe  who  follow  that 
chace.  Tranfition  to  the  Afiatick  way  of  hunting, 
particularly  the  magnificent  manner  of  the  Great 
Mogul,  and  other  Tartarian  princes,  taken  from 
Monfieur  Bernier,  and  the  hiflory  of  Gengilkan 
the  Great.  Concludes  with  a  ihort  reproof  of 
tyrants  and  opprefTors  of  mankind. 

"VJ  O  R  wiJI  it  lefs  delight  th'  attentive  fage 

T'  obferve  that  Inftin6l,  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimicks  reafon's  lore. 
And  oft  tranfcends :  Heaven-taught,  the  roe-buck  fwlft 
Loiters  at  eafe  before  the  driving  pack  5 

And  mocks  their  vain  purfuit,  nor  far  he  fiies. 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  fteaming  fcent 
That  frefhens  on  the  blade,  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  their  fpeed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigued;  llrain'd  to  excefs  each  nerve,    10 

Each 
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Each  flacken'd  finew  fails ;  they  pant,  they  foam  ; 
Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  bounds,  o'er  the  high  hills 
Stretches  fecure,  and  leaves  the  fcatter'd  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  the  diftant  vale  below. 

'Tis  In{l:in(5l  that  diredls  the  jealous  hare  i^ 

To  chule  her  foft  abode :    With  ftep  revers'd 
She  forms  the  doubling  maze ;  then,  -ere  the  morn 
Peeps  through  the  clouds,  leaps  to  her  clofe  recefs. 

As  wandering  iliepherds  on  th'  Arabian  plains 
.No  fettled  refidence  obferve,  but  fhift  20 

Their  moving  carnp,  now,  on  fome  cooler  hill 
With  cedars  crov/n'd,  court  the  refrefhing  breeze ; 
And  then,  below,  where  trickling  ftreams  dilHl 
From  fome  penurious  fource,  their  thirft  allay. 
And  feed  their  fainting  flocks :  So  the  wife  hares   zc 
Oft  <juit  their  feats,  left  fome  more  curious  eye 

Should  mark  their  hauntSjand  by  dark  treacherous  wiles 
Plot  their  deftru6lion  ;  or  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  forage,  near  the  ranker  mead. 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  clofe  they  fit.  30 

When  fpring  Ihines  forth,  feafon  of  love  and  joy^ 
In  the  moift  marih,  'mong  beds  of  ruihes  hid. 
They  cool  theij  boiling  blood :  When  fummer  funs 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide-waving  fields 
Of  corn  fall-grown,  they  lead  their  helplefs  young :  35 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  rains 
Deluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve,  and  cautioufly  avoid 
The  dripping  covert :  Yet  when  winter's  cold 
Their  limbs  benumbs^  thither  with  fpeed  return'd  40 

In 
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In  the  long  grafs  they  flculk,  or  fhrinking  creep 
Among  the  wither'd  leaves,  thus  changing  flill. 
As  fancy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  invites. 
But  every  feafon  carefully  obferv'd, 
Th*  inconftant  winds,  the  fickle  element,  45 

The  wife  experienc'd  huntfman  foon  may  find 
His  fubtle,  various  game,  nor  wafte  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds. 
With  difappointment  vex'd,  each  fpringing  lark 
Babbling  purfue,  far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fields.         50 

Now  golden  Autumn  from  her  open  lap 
Her  fragrant  bounties  fhowers ;  the  fields  are  fhom ; 
Inwardly  fmiling,  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  rifing  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard. 
And  counts  his  large  increafe  ;  his  barns  are  flor'd  55 
And  groaning  fladdles  bend  beneath  their  load. 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  briilly  Hubbies  range  unblam'd; 
No  widow's  tears  o'erfiow,  no  fecret  curfe 
Swells  in  the  farmer's  breaft,  which  his  pale  lip?     60 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  landlord  aw'd : 
But  courteous  now  he  levels  every  fence, 
Joins  in  the  common  cry,  and  halloos  loud. 
Charm 'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 
Oh  bear  me,  fome  kind  power  invifible  !  6'^ 

To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  hvift  racers,  f^retching  to  the  goal ; 
Games  more  renown'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train. 
Than  proud  Elean  fields  could  boafl  of  old. 
Oh !  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here,  70 

And 
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And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right ! 
Or  to  thofe  fpacious  plains,  where  the  flraia'd  eye 
In  the  wide  profped  loll,  beholds  at  lail 
Sarum's  proud  fpire,  that  o'er  the  hills  afcsnds. 
And  pierces  through  the  clouds.  Or  to  thy  downs,  7  ; 
Fair  Cotfwold,  where  the  well-breath'd  beagle  climbi 
With  matchlefs  fpeed,  thy  green  afpiring  brow. 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind. 

Hail,  gentle  Dawn  I  mild  blufhing  goddefs,  hail ! 
lUjoic'd  I  fee  thy  purple  mantle  fprjad  80 

O'er  half  the  fkies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant  way. 
And  orient  pearls  from  every  flirub  depend. 
Farewel,  Cleora ;  here  deep  funk  in  down 
Slumber  fecure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd. 
Till  grateful  ileams  lliall  tempt  thee  to  receive     8^ 
Thy  early  meal,  or  thy  oiTicious  maids. 
The  toilet  plac'd,  fhall  urge  thee  to  perform 
Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joys  invite. 
The  horn  fonorous  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 
Their  mattins  chaunt,  nor  brook  my  long  delay,  90 
My  courfer  hears  their  voice ;  fee  there,  with  ears 
And  tail  ere«^,  neighing  he  paws  the  ground  ; 
Fierce  rapture  kindles  in  his  reddening  eyes. 
And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  captive  boys 
Cow'd  by  the  ruling  rod  and  haughty  frowns  5^5 

Of  pedagogues  fevere,  from  their  hard  talks 
If  once  difmifs'd,  no  limits  can  contain 
The  tumult  rais'd  within  their  little  breafts, 
But  give  a  loofe  to  all  their  frolick  play : 
So  from  their  kennel  rufh  the  joyous  pack  5 

Vol.  XL.  D  A  thoo- 
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A  thoufand  wanton  gaieties  expreCs 

Their  inward  extafy,  their  pleafing  fport 

Once  more  indulg'd,  and  liberty  reftor'd. 

The  rifing  fun,  that  o'er  th'  horizon  peeps. 

As  many  colours  from  their  glofTy  flcins  105 

Beaming  reflefts,  as  paint  the  various  bow 

When  April  ihowers  defcend.     Delightful  fcene  ! 

Where  all  around  is  gay,  men,  horfes,  dogs. 

And  in  each  fmiling  countenan-ce  appears 

Frefh  blooming  health,  and  univerfal  joy.  no 

Huntfman,  lead  on!  behind  the  cluftering  pack 
Submifs  attend,  hear  with  refped  thy  whip 
Loud-clanging,  and  thy  harlher  voice. obey: 
ftpare  not  the  ftraggling  cur  that  wildly  roves  ; 
But  let  thy  brifk  afliftant  on  his  back  115 

Imprint  thy  juft  refentments  ;  let  each  lafh 
Bite  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  return. 
And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 

Here  on  this  verdant  fpot,  where  Nature  kind 
With  double  bleffings  crowns  the  farmer's  hopes ;   1 20 
V/here  flowers  autumnal  fpring,  and  the  rank  mead 
Affords  the  wapxdering  hares  a  rich  repaft  ; 
Throw  off  thy  ready  pack.  See,  where  they  fpread* 
A.nd  range  around,  and  dafh  the  glittering  dew. 
If  fome  ilamich  hound,  with  his  authentic  voice,  1.25 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  juftling  tribe 
Attend  his  call,  then  with  one  mutual  cry. 
The  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hills 
Repeat  the  pleafing  tale.     See  how  they  thread 
The  brakesj  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along]        1 30 

But 
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But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wifely  check 
Their  eager  halle  ;  then  o'er  the  fallow'd  ground 
How  leifurely  they  work,  and  many  a  paufe 
Th*  harmonious  concert  breaks  ;  till  more  aflur'd 
With  joy  redoubled  the  low  vallies  ring.  135 

What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah  !  there  fhe  lies ;  how  clofe  !  ihe  pants,  fhe  doubts 
If  now  fhe  lives ;  fhe  trembles  as  fhe  fits. 
With  horror  feiz'd.  The  withered  grafs  that  clings 
Around  her  head,  of  the  fame  ruffet  hue  140 

Almoil  deceived  my  fight,  had  not  her  eyes 
With  life  full-beaming  her  vain  wiles  betray'd. 
At  diftance  draw  thy  pack,  let  all  be  hufh'd. 
No  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  joy  be  heard. 
Left  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain  145 
Untradtable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Now  gently  put  her  off;  fee  how  dired 
To  her  known  mew  fhe  flies !  Here,  huntfman,  bring 
(But  without  hurry)  all  thy  jolly  hounds. 
And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  they  floop,  1 50 
And  feem  to  plough  the  ground !  then  all  at  once 
With  greedy  noftrils  fnufFthe  fuming  fleam 
That  glads  their  fluttering  hearts.  As  winds  let  loofe 
From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  bluftering  God, 
They  burft  away,  and  fweep  the  dewy  lawn.       155 
Hope  gives  them  wings  while  fhe 's  fpurr'd  on  by  fear. 
The  welkin  rings,  men,  dogs,  hills,  rocks,  and  woods. 
In  the  full  concert  join.     Now,  my  brave  youths, 
Stripp'd  for  the  chace,  give  all  your  fouls  to  joy  ! 
See  how  their  courfers,  than  the  mountain  roe    160 

D  2  More 
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More  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  fkim,  thick  clouds 
Snorting  they  breathe,  their  {hining  hoofs  fcarce  print 
The  grafs  unbruis'd ;  with  emulation  fir'd 
They  ftrain  to  lead  the  field,  top  the  barr'd  gate, 
O'er  the  deep  ditch  exulting  bound,  and  brufh    165 
The  thorny-twining  hedge  :  The  riders  bend 
0*cr  their  arch'd  necks ;  with  fteady  hands,  by  turns 
Indulge  their  fpeed,  or  moderate  their  rage. 
Where  are  their  forrows,  difappointmentj,  wrongs. 
Vexations,  ficknefs,  cares?  All,  all  are  gone,     170 
And  with  the  panting  \^inds  lag  far  behind, 

Huntfman  I  her  gait  obferve  ;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wheel  her  mazy  way,  in  the  fame  round 
Perfifting  ftill,  fhe  '11  foil  the  beaten  track. 
But  if  Ihe  fly,  and  with  the  favouring  wind         175 
Urge  her  bold  courfe  ;  lefs  intricate  thy  tafk  : 
Pulli  on  thy  pack.     Like  fome  poor  exil'd  wretch 
The  frighted  chace  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes. 
O'er  plains  remote  fhe  ftretches  far  away. 
Ah  I  never  to  return  !  For  greedy  Death  1 80 

Hovering  exults,  fecure  to  feize  his  prey. 

Hark  !  from  yon  covert,  where  thofe  towering  oaks 
Above  the  humble  copfe  afpiring  rife. 
What  glorious  triumphs  burft  in  every  gale 
Upon  our  ravifh'd  ears  1   The  hunters  fhout,        1 85 
The  clanging  herns  fwell  their  fweet-winding  notes. 
The  pack  wide  opening  load  the  trembling  air 
With  various  melody  ;  from  tree  to  tree 
The  propagated  cry  redoubling  bounds. 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy  igo 

Throuijh 
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Through  all  the  regions  near:  afflidive  birch 
No  more  the  fchool-boy  dreads,  his  prifon  broke. 
Scampering  he  flies,  nor  heeds  his  mailer's  call ; 
The  weary  traveller  furgets  his  road, 
And  climbs  th'  adjacent  hill ;  the  ploughnnan  leaves 
Th'  unfinifh'd  furrow  ;  nor  his  bleating  flocks     i(f6 
Are  now  the  fhepherd's  joy  1   men,  bovs,  and  girls, 
Defcrt  th'  unpeopled  village ;  and  wild  crowds 
Spread  o'er  the  plain,  by  the  fweet  frenzy  feiz'd. 
Look,  how  ihe  pants  I  and  o'er  yon  opening  glade  200 
Slips  glancing  by  !  while,  at  the  further  end. 
The  puzzling  pack  unravel  wile  by  wile. 
Maze  within  maze.     The  covert's  utmofl:  bound 
SJily  (he  fkirts ;   behind  them  cautious  creeps 
And  in  that  very  track,  fo  lately  flain'd  205 

By  all  the  fleaming  crowd,  feems  to  purfue 
The  foe  (he  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reafon  ;  fure  'tis  Ibmething  more, 
'Tis  Heaven  diredls,  and  llratao-ems  infoircs 
Beyond  the  fhort  extent  of  human  thought.  210 

But  hold — I  fee  her  from  the  covert  break; 
Sad  on  yon  little  eminence  fhe  fits ; 
Intent  fhe  liftens  with  one  ear  erecl. 
Pondering,  and  doubtful  what  new  courfe  to  take. 
And  how  t*  efcape  the  fierce  blood- thirfty  crew,     2 1 5 
That  ftill  urge  on,  and  ftill  in  vollies  loud 
Infult  her  woes,  and  mock  her  fore  dillrefs. 
As  now  in  louder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
Bring  on  the  gathering  iiorm,  her  fears  prevail, 
Ando'er  the  plain,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge,  220 

D  3  Away, 
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Away  fhe  flies ;  ,nor  fhips  with  wind  and  tide. 
And  all  their  canvafs  wings,  feud  half  fo  fall. 
Once  more,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try. 
And  each  clean  courfer's  fpeed.     We  fcpur  along. 
In  pleaflng  hurry  and  confufion  toft  ;  22^ 

Oblivion  to  be  wifh'd.     The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  fcent  unweary'd,  up  they  climb. 
And  ardent  we  purfae  ;  our  labouring  fteeds 
We  prefs,  we  gore ;  till  once  the  fummit  gain'd. 
Painfully  panting  ;  there  we  breathe  a  while  ;     230 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  down 
Precipitant,  we  fmoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  who  with  unrival'd  fpeed 
Can  pafs  his  fellows,  and  with  pleafure  view 
The  ftruggling  pack  ;  how  in  the  rapid  courfe    235 
Alternate  they  prefide,  and  joftling  puih 
To  guide  the  dubious  fcent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  babbling  errs,  by  wifer  age  reprov'd ; 
How,  niggard  of  his  ftrength,  the  wife  old  hound 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  fome  important  point       240 
Roufe  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  chace 
Sinking  he  finds  :  then  to  the  head  he  Iprings 
With  thirft  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntfman,  take  heed  ;  they  ftop  in  full  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  diftance  gaze,     245 
Have  haply  foil'd  the  turf.    See  1  that  old  hound. 
How  bufily  he  works,  but  dares  not  truft 
His  doubtful  fenfe ;  draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  !  now  again  the  chorus  fills.    As  bells, 
Sally 'd  a  while,  at  once  their  peal  renew,  256 

And 
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And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See,  how  they  tofs,  with  animated  rage 
Recovering  all  they  loll  1 — That  eager  halle 
Some  doubling  wile  forefhews. — Ah  !  yet  once  more 
They're  check'd,— hold  back  with  fpeed — on  either 
hand  255 

They  flourilh  round — ev'n  yet  perfifl: — 'Tis  right. 
Away  they  ipring ;  the  ruftling  ftubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  ftorm.     Now  the  poor  chace 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  lall  (hifts  reduc'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  ihe  flies,  and  vilits  all        260 
Her  well-known  haunts,  where  once  fhe  rang'd  fecure. 
With  love  and  plenty  bleft.     See  I  there  fhe  goes. 
She  reels  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weaknefs.    See,  how  black  flie  looks ! 
The  fweat,  that  clogs  th'  obfl:rucled  pores,  fcarce  leaves 
A  languid  fcent.     And  now  in  open  view 
See,  fee,  fhe  flies !    each  eager  hound  exerts 
His  utmofl  fpeed,  and  ftretches  every  nerve. 
How  quick  fhe  turns  1  their  gaping  jaws  eludes, 
And  yet  a  moment  lives;  till,  round  inclos'd      27O 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  fcreams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  relu£lant  dies. 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  aflail'd 
Threkian  Orpehus,  poor  ill-fated  bard! 
Loud  was  the  cry;  hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus'  banks, 
Return'd  their  clamorous  rage;  diflrefs'd  he  flies. 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain ; 
For  eager  they  purfue,  till  panting,  faint. 
By  noify  multitudes  o'erpower'd,  he  fmks 
To  the  relent  lefs  crowd  a  bleeding  prey.  280 

D  4  '  The 
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The  huntfman  now,  a  deep  incifion  made. 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  dafhes  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart. 
Thefe  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquifite 
For  all  their  toils.   Stretch'd  on  the  ground  fhe  lies 
A  mangled  corfe ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  death  exults,  and  (lifFens  every  limb. 
Aw'd  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious  hounds 
Around  her  bay ;  or  at  their  mafler's  foot. 
Each  happy  favourite  courts  his  kind  applaufe,    290 
With  humble  adulation  cowering  low. 
All  now  is  joy.  With  cheeks  full-blown  they  wind 
Her  folemn  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  fweJl,  and  hills  and  dales  return 
The  fadly-pleafing  founds.  Thus  the  poor  hare,  295 
A  puny,  dailard  animal,  but  vers'd 
In  fubtle  wiles,  diverts  the  youthful  train. 
But  if  thy  proud,  afpiring  foul  difdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp. 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  the  chace  ;  3  00 

sHear  what  the  Mufe  from  faithful  records  fmgs. 
Why  on  the  banks  of  Gemna,  Indian  flream. 
Line  within  line,  rife  the  pavilions  proud, 
Their  filken  ftreamers  waving  in  the  wind  ? 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horfe  r  From  tentto  tent,  305 
^Why  prefs  in  crouds  the  buzzing  multitude  ? 
W'h,y  ihines  the  polifh'd  helm,  and  pointed  lance. 
This  way  and  that  far  beaming  o'er  the  plain  ? 
'Nor  Vifapour  nor  Golconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sophy,  with  his  numerous  hoft,     31O 
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La)«  wafte  the  provinces ;  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  deftroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  fpecious  guife  of  war.    A  nobler  caufe 
Calls  Aurengzebe  to  arms.    No  cities  fack'd, 
No  mother's  tears,  no  helplefs  orphan's  cries,     31  j 
No  violated  leagues,  with  fnarp  remorfe 
Shall  fting  the  confcious  vi<ftor :  but  mankind 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  juft.    For  'tis  on  beafts 
He  draws  His  vengeful  fword  I   on  beafts  of  prey 
i*ull-fed  with  human  gore.    See,  fee,  he  comes !    320 
Imperial  Dehli,  opening  wide  her  gates. 
Pours  out  her  thronging  legions,  bright  in  arms. 
And  all  the  pomp  of  war.    Before  them  found 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs. 
And  bold  defiance.    High  upon  his  throne,  325 

Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant. 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur's  glorious  race: 
Sublime  he  fits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.    Omrahs  about  him  crowd. 
And  rein  th'  Arabian  Heed,  and  watuh  his  nod:     330 
And  patent  Rajahs,  who  themfelves  prefide 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent ;   but  here  fubmifs 
Their  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  flaves. 
Next  thefe,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around. 
The  fair  fultanas  of  his  court:  a  troop  335 

Of  chofen  beauties,  but  with  care  conceal'd 
From  each  intrufive  eye  ;  one  look  is  death. 
Ah  cruel  Eaftern  law !   (had  kings  a  power 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  fun's  all-chearing  ray,  340 

Were 
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Were  Icfs  fevere.     The  vulgar  clofe  the  march. 

Slaves  and  artificers ;  and  Dehli  mourns 

Her  empty  and  depopulated  ftreets. 

Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd  with  ftern  review. 

Through  groves  of  fpears,  from  file  to  file  he  darts  345 

His  fharp  experienc'd  eye  ;  their  order  marks. 

Each  in  his  Ration  rang'd,  exaft  and  firm. 

Till  in  the  boundlefs  line  his  fight  is  loft. 

Not  greater  multitudes  in  arms  appear'd 

On  thefe  extended  plains,  when  Ammon's  fon     350 

With  mighty  Porus  in  dread  battle  join'd. 

The  vaffal  world  the  prize.    Nor  was  that  hoft 

More  numerous  of  old,  which  the  great  king  * 

Pcur'd  out  on  Greece  from  all  th'  unpeopled  Eaft; 

That  bridg'd  the  Hellefpont  from  fhore  to  ihore,  355 

And  drank  the  rivers  dry.    Mean  while  in  troops 

The  bufy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 

A  wide  circumference  ;  full  many  a  league 

In  compafs  round ;  woods,  rivers,  hills,  and  plains. 

Large  provinces ;  enough  to  gratify  360 

Ambition's  higheft  aim,  could  reafon  bound 

Man's  erring  will.    Now  fit  in  clofe  divan 

The  mighty  chiefs  of  this  prodigious  hoft. 

He  from  the  throne  high-eminent  prefides. 

Gives  cut  his  mandates  proud,  laws  of  the  chace,  365 

From  ancient  records  drawn.    With  reverence  low. 

And  proftrate  at  his  feet,  the  chiefs  receive 

Hii  irreverfible  decrees,  from  which 

To 

*  Xerxes. 
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To  vary  is  to  die.    Then  his  brave  bands 
Each  to  his  ftation  leads ;  encamping  round,       370 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  compleatly  form'd. 
Where  decent  order  reigns,  what  thefe  command, 
Thofe  execute  with  fpeed,  and  pundual  care; 
In  all  the  flrideft  difcipline  of  war: 
As  if  Tome  watchful  foe,  with  bold  infult,  375 

Hung  lowering  o'er  their  camp.    The  high  refolve 
That  flies  on  wings  through  all  th'  encircling  line. 
Each  motion  fleers,  and  animates  the  whole. 
So  by  the  fun's  attractive  power  controU'd, 
The  planets  in  their  fpheres  roll  round  his  orb :  380 
On  ail  he  fhines,  and  rules  the  great  machine. 
Ere  vet  the  morn  difpels  the  fleeting  mills. 
The  fignal  given  by  the  loud  trumpet's  voice. 
Now  high  in  air  th'  imperial  fl:andard  waves, 
Emblazon'd  rich  with  gold,  and  glittering  gems  ;  385 
And  like  a  flieet  of  Are,  through  the  dun  gloom 
Streaming  meteorous.    The  foldiers'  fliouts. 
And  all  the  brazen  inftruments  of  war. 
With  mutual  clamour,  and  united  din. 
Pill  the  large  concave.  While  from  camp  to  camp  390 
They  catch  the  varied  founds,   floating  in  air. 
Round  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigers  fell 
Shrink  at  the  noife,  deep  in  his  gloomy  den 
The  lion  Harts,  and  morfels  yet  unchew'd 
Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.    Now  all  at  once    395 
Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  found 
Of  martial  harmony  ;  fifes,  cornets,  drums. 
That  roufe  the  fleepy  foul  to  arms,  and  bold 

Heroic 
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Heroic  deeds.    In  parties  here  and  there 
Detnch'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunter's  range  400 
Inquifitive  ;  ftrong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldeft  brute,  around  their  mafters  wait, 
A  faithful  guard.    No  haunt  unfearch'd,  they  drive 
From  every  covert,  and  from  every  den, 
^he  lurking  favages.    Incefiant  fhouts  405 

Re-echo  through  the  woods,  and  kindling  £res 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops ;  the  forefl  feems 
One  mingling  blaze  :  like  flocks  of  fheep  they  fiy. 
Before  the  flaming  brand:  fierce  lions,  pards. 
Boars,  tigers,  bears,  and  wolves  ;  a  dreadful  crew  410 
Of  grim  blood-thirfty  foes ;  growling  along. 
They  ftalk  indignant;  but  fierce  vengeance  ftill 
Hangs  pealing  on  their  rear,  and  pointed  fpears 
Prefent  immediate  death.     Soon  as  the  nijrht 
"VVrapt  in  her  fable  veil  forbids  the  chace,  41  r 

They  pitch  their  tents,  in  even  ranks,  around 
The  circling  camp.    The  guards  are  plac'd,  and  fires 
At  proper  diftances  afcending  rife. 
And  paint  th'  horizon  with  their  ruddy  light. 
^"So  round  fome  ifland's  fliore  of  large  extent,        420 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  night. 
The  billows  breaking  on  the  pointed  rocks. 
Seem  all  one  flame,  and  the  bright  circuit  wide 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  furrounding  fire. 
What  dreadful  howlings,  and  what  hideous  roar,  42^ 
Difturb  thofe  peaceful  fliades !  where  erft  the  bird 
That  glads  the  night  had  chear'd  the  liflening  groves 
With  fvveet  complainings.  Through  the  filent  gloom 

Oft 
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Oft  they  the  guards  afTail ;  as  oft  repcird 

They  fly  reludant,  with  hot  boiling  rage  430 

Stung  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  defpair. 

Thus  day  by  day  they  ftill  the  chace  renew. 

At  night  encamp ;  till  now  in  ftreighter  bounds 

The  circle  lefTens,  and  the  beads  perceive 

The  wall  that  hems  them  in  on  every  fide.  435 

And  now  their  fury  burlls,  and  knows  no  mean; 

From  man  they  turn,  and  point  their  ill-judg'd  rage 

Againft  their  fellow-brutes.    With  teeth  and  claws 

The  civil  war  begins  ;  grappling  they  tear. 

Lions  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves  :         440 

Horrible  difcord !   till  the  crowd  behind 

Shouting  purfue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 

At  once  their  wrath  fubfides ;  tame  as  the  lamb 

The  lion  hangs  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 

Cow'd  and  fubdued,  flies  from  the  face  of  man,    445 

Nor  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 

So  abje6l  is  a  tyrant  in  diftrefs  1 

At  laft,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  lilted  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds. 
An  amphitheatre  more  glorious  far  450 

Than  ancient  Rome  could  boafl,  they  crowd  In  heaps, 
Difmay'd,  and  quite  appall'd.    In  meet  array 
Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 
Advance;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood. 
Early  refolv'd  t'  aflert  their  royal  race,  455 

And  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valour's  growth 
Mature,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  has  fpread 
Its  curling  Ihade.    On  bold  Arabian  deeds 

With 
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With  decent  pride  th^y  fit,  that  fearlefs  hear 
"The  lion's  dreadful  roar;  and  down  the  rock      460 
Swift- fhooting  plunge,  or  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge 
Stretching  along,  the  greedy  tiger  leave 
Panting  behind.    On  foot  their  faithful  flaves 
With  javelins  arm'd  attend;  each  watchful  eye 
Fix'd  on  his  youthful  care,  for  him  alone  465 

He  fears,  and,  to  redeem  his  life,  unmov'd 
Would  lofe  his  own.    The  mighty  Aurengzebe, 
From  his  high-elevated  throne,  beholds 
His  blooming  race ;  revolving  in  his  mind 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  fpring  of  life,       473 
When  vigour  ftrung  his  nerves.    Parental  joy 
Melts  in  his  eye,  and  flufhes  in  his  cheek. 
Now  the  loud  trumpet  founds  a  charge.    The  fliouts 
Of  eager  hofts,  through  all  the  circling  line. 
And  the  wild  howlings  of  the  beails  within  4-^ 

Rend  wide  the  welkin,  flights  of  arrows,  wing'd 
With  death,  and  javelins  launch'd  from  every  arm. 
Gall  fore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  through  and  through.   Defpair  at  laft  prevails. 
When  fainting  nature  ihrinks,  and  roufes  all        480 
Their  drooping  courage.    Swell'd  with  furious  rage. 
Their  eyes  dart  fire-,  and  on  the  youthful  band 
They  rufh  implacable.    They  their  broad  fhields 
Quick  interpofe  ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Their  flaming  falchions,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove,     485 
Defcend  unerring.    Proftrate  on  the  ground 
The  grinning  monllers  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
Defiles  the  verdant  plain.    Nor  idle  Hand 

The 
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The  trufty  flaves  ;  with  pointed  fpears  they  pierce 
Through  their  tough  hides  ;  or  at. their  gaping  mouths 
An  eafier  paflage  find.    The  king  of  brutes 
In  broken  roarings  breathes  his  laft;  the  bear 
•  Grumbles  in  death  ;  nor  can  his  fpotted  fkin. 
Though  (leek  it  fhine,  with  varied  beauties  gay. 
Save  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate.  495 

The  battle  bleeds,  grim  Slaughter  ftrides  along. 
Glutting  her  greedy  jaws,  grins  o'er  her  prey. 
Men,  horfes,  dogs,  fierce  beafts  of  every  kind, 
A  ftrange  promifcuous  carnage,  drench'd  in  blood. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  amafs'xl.    What  yet  remain   500 
Alive,  with  vain  afTauk  contend  to  break 
Th'  impenetrable  line.    Others,  whom  fear 
Jnfpires  with  felf-preferving  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  flain  for  fhelter  creep. 
Aghaft  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  difpers'd.     505 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd)  the  work 
-Of  death  had  been  compleat ;  and  Aurengzebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguifh'd  half  their  race. 
When  lo !  the  bright  fultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravifti'd  eyes  difplay  .510 

Thofe  charms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveal'd,. 
Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  fiie,.to  fave 
The  vanquifh'd  hoft.    What  mortal  can  deny 
When  fuppliant  beauty  begs  ?    At  his  command. 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  well-train'd  troops  515 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes. 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn^ 
To  feek  on  diHant  hills  their  law  abodes.. 

Ye 
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Ye  proud  opprefibrs,  whofe  vain  hearts  exult 
In  wantonnefs  of  power,  'gainft  the  brute  race,     5  2<y 
Fierce  robbers  like  yourfelves,  a  guiltlefs  war 
Wage  uncontroll'd :  here  quench  your  thirft  of  blood; 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  fpare  mankind. 


BOOK 
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BOOK  III, 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Of  King  Edgar,  and  his  impofing  a  tribute  of  wolves 
heads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales :  from  hence  a 
tranfition  to  fox-hunting,  which  is  defcribed  in  all 
its  parts.  Cenfure  of  an  over-numerous  pack.  Of 
the  fcveral  engines  to  dcfrrov  foxes  and  other  wild 
bcafts.  The  lleel-trap  defcribed,  and  the  manner 
of  ufmg  it.  Defcription  of  the  pitfall  for  the  lion  ; 
and  another  for  the  elephant.  The  ancient  way  of 
hunting  the  tiger  with  a  mirror.  The  Arabian 
manner  of  hunting  the  wild  boar.  Defcription  of 
the  royal  ftag-chace  at  Windfor  Forelh  Con- 
cludes with  an  addrefs  to  his  Majefty,  and  an 
eulogy  upon  mercy. 

T  N  Albion's  ifle,  when  glorious  Edgar  reign'd. 

He,  wifely  provident,  from  her  white  cliffs 
Launch'd  half  her  foreils,  and  with  numerous  fleets 
Cover'd  his  wide  domain :  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prerogative  ^ 

Of  Eritim  monarchs.     Each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  diflance  gaz'd. 
And,  difappointed,  gnafh'd  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  fcour'd  the  feas,  and  to  remotcft  ihores 
With  f.velling  fails  the  trembling  corfair  fled.         10 
Rich  commerce  flourilhM ;  and  with  bufv  oars 
Vol.  XL.  B  '       Dalh'd 
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Dalh'd  the  refcunding  furge.     Nor  lefs  at  land 

His  royal  cares ;  wife,  potent,  gracious  prince  ! 

His  fubjefts  from  their  cruel  foes  he  fav'd. 

And  from  rapacious  favages  their  flocks:  15 

Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  with  rcludlance)  paid 

Their  tributary  wolves ;  head  after  head. 

In  full  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  more. 

And  all  the  ravenous  race  extindl  is  loft. 

In  fertile  paftures,  more  fecurely  graz'd  20 

The  focial  troops ;  and  foon  their  large  increafe 

With  curling  fleeces  whiten'd  all  the  plains. 

But  yet,  alas  !  the  wily  fox  remain'd, 

A  fabtle,  pilfering  foe,  prowling  around 

In  midnight  (hades  and  wakeful  to  deftroy.  25 

In  the  full  fold,  the  poor  defencelefs  Iamb, 

Seiz'd  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  fweet  warm  blood 

Supplies  a  rich  repaft.     The  mournful  ewe. 

Her  deareft  treafure  loft,  through  the  dun  night 

Wanders  perplex'd,  and  darkling  bleats  in  vain  :     30 

While  in  th'  adjacent  bufti,  poor  Philomel, 

(Herfelf  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churls 

Defpoird  her  neft)  joins  in  her  loud  laments. 

With  fweeter  notes,  and  more  melodious  woe. 

For  thefe  nodturnal  thieves,  huntfman,  prepare  35 
Thy  fharpeft  vengeance.     Oh  !  how  glorious  'tis 
To  right  th'  opprefs'd,  and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  juft  difgrace  1   Ere  yet  the  morning  peep, 
Or  ftars  retire  from  the  firft  blufti  of  day. 
With  thy  far-echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack,  40 

And  roufe  thy  bold  compeers.     Then  to  the  copfe. 

Thick 


^ 
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Thick  with  entangling  grafs,  or  prickly  furze. 
With  filence  lead  thy  many-colour' d  hounds. 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.    See  !  how  they  range 
Difpers'd,  how  bufily  this  way,  and  that,  45 

They  crofs,  examining  with  curious  nofe 
Each  likely  haunt.    Hark  !  on  the  drag  I  hear 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preluding  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  full,  and  fwell'd  with  every  mouth. 
As  ftraggling  armies,  at  the  trumpet's  voice,        5a 
Prefs  to  their  ftandard ;  hither  all  repair, 
And  hurry  through  the  woods ;  with  hafly  Hep 
Ruftling,  and  full  of  hope ;  now  driven  on  heaps 
They  pufh,  they  ftrive;  while  from  his  kennel  fneaks 
The  confcious  villain.    See!  he  fkulks  along,        5^ 
Sleek  at  the  Ihepherd's  coft,  and  plump  with  meals 
Purloin'd.    So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Though  high  hisbrufh  he  bear,  though  tipt  with  white 
It  gaily  fhine ;  yet  ere  the  fun  declin'd 
Recal  the  ihades  of  night,  the  pamper'd  rogue      60 
Shall  rue  his  fate  revers'd ;  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  juil  avenger,  fv/ift  to  feize 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thiriUng  for  his  blood. 

Heavens!  what  melodious  llrains!  how  beat  our  hearts 
Big  with  tumultuous  joy  !   the  loaded  gales  65 

Breathe  harmony ;  and  as  the  tempeft  drives 
From  v/ood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recefs 
The  forefi:  thunders,  and  the  mountains  ihake. 
The  chorus  fwells;  lefs  various,  and  lefs  fweet. 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  ihofe  very  groves,      70 
The  feather 'd  chorifters  falute  the  fpring. 

E  2  And 
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And  every  bufh  in  concert  joins ;   or  when 

The  mafl:er*s  hand,  in  modulated  air. 

Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powers 

Of  mufick  in  one  inflrument  combine,  75 

An  univerfal  minftrelfy.    And  now 

In  vain  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  barr'd 

Impregnable,  nor  is  the  covert  fafe  ; 

He  pants  for  purer  air.   Hark  I  what  loud  fhouts 

Re-echo  through  the  groves !  he  breaks  av/ay.       80 

Shrill  horns  proclaim  his  flight.  Each  iiraggling  hound 

Strains  o*er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  diilant  pack. 

'Tis  triumph  all  and  joy.    Now,  my  brave  youths. 

Now  give  a  loofe  to  the  clean  generous  fteed ; 

Flouriih  the  whip,  nor  fpare  the  galling  fpur ;       85 

But,  in  the  madnefs  of  delight,  forget 

Your  fears.    Far  o'er  the  rocky  hills  we  range. 

And  dangerous  our  courfe ;  but  in  the  brave 

True  courage  never  fails.    In  vain  the  ft  ream 

In  foaming  eddies  whirls ;  in  vain  the  ditch  90 

Wide-gaping  threatens  death.    The  craggy  fleep. 

Where  the  poor  dizzy  fhepherd  crawls  with  care. 

And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  pain  ; 

But  down  we  fweep,  as  ftoops  the  falcon  bold 

To  pounce  his  prey.    Then  up  th'  opponent  hill,    95 

By  the  fwift  motion  flung,  we  mount  aloft : 

So  ihips  in  winter-feas  nov/  Hiding  fink 

Adown  the  fteepy  wave,  then  tofs'd  on  high 

Ride  on  the  billows,  and  defy  the  frorm. 

What  lengths  we  pafs !  where  will  the  v/andering  chace 
Lead  us  bewildered !  fmooth  as  fwallows  fcim 

The 
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The  ncw-fliorn  irjeaJ,  and  far  more  fvvift,  we  fly. 
See  my  brave  pack ;  how  to  the  head  they  prefs, 
Joflling  in  clofe  array,  then  more  diiFure 
Obliquely  wheel,  while  from  their  opening  mouths  105 
The  vollied  thunder  breaks.    So  when  the  cranes 
Their  annual  voyage  lleer,  with  v/anton  wing 
Their  figure  oft  they  change,  and  their  loud  clang 
From  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.    How  far  behind 
The  hunter-crew,  wide-itraggling  o'er  the  plain  !  1 10 
The  panting  courfer  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begins  to  reel ;  urg'd  by  the  goring  fpur. 
Makes  many  a  faint  effort :  he  fnorts,  he  foams. 
The  big  round  drops  run  trickling  down  his  fides. 
With  fvveat  and  blood  diflain'd.   Look  back  and  view 
The  ilrano-e  confuuon  of  the  vale  below. 
Where  four  vexation  reigns ;  fee  yon  poor  jade. 
In  vain  th'  impatient  rider  frets  and  fwears ; 
With  galling  fpurs  harrows  his  mangled  fides; 
He  can  no  moie:  his  fLiff  unpliant  limbs  120 

Rooted  in  earth,  unmov'd  and  fix'd  he  ftands. 
For  every  cruel  curfe  returns  a  groan. 
And  fobs,  and  faints,  and  dies.    Who  without  grief 
Can  view  that  pamper'd  ileed,  his  mafter's  joy, 
His  minion,  and  his  daily  care,  well  cloath'd,'  125 
\Ve]\  fed  with  every  nicer  cate;  no  coft. 
No  labour  fpar'd;  who,  when  the  flying  chace 
Broke  from  the  copfe,  without  a  rival  led 
The  numerous  train :  now  a  fad  fpeitacle 
Of  pride  brought  low,  and  humble  infolence,      130 
Drove  like  a  pannier'd  afs,  and  fcourg'd  along. 

E  3  While 
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While  thefe,  with  loofen'd  reins  and  dangling  heels,. 
Hano-  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  fcarce  bear 
Their  weights  :  another  in  the  treacherous  bog 
Lies  floundering  half  ingulph'd.  What  biting  thoughts 
Torment  th'  abandon'd  crew  1  Old  age  laments 
His  vigour  fpent:  the  tall,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Curfes  his  cumberous  bulk ;  and  envies  now 
The  (hort  pygmean  race,  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  infulting  leer.     A  chofen  few  140 

Alone  the  fport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath 
Their  pleafmg  toils.  Here,  huntfman,  from  this  height 
Obferve  yon  birds  of  prey  ;  if  I  can  judge, 
'Tis  there  the  villain  lurks :  they  hover  round 
And  claim  him  as  their  own.  Was  I  not  right?   145 
See  !  there  he  creeps  along  ;  his  brufh  he  drags. 
And  fweeps  the  mire  impure;  from  his  wide  jaws 
His  tongue  unmoiiien'd  hangs ;  fymptoms  too  fure 
Of  fudden  death.  Ha!  yet  he  flies,  nor  yields 
To  black  defpair.  But  one  loofe  more,  and  all    150 
His  wiles  are  vain.  Hark  1   through  yon  village  now 
The  rattling  clamour  rings.     The  barns,  the  cots. 
And  leaflefs  elms  return  the  joyous  founds. 
Through  every  homeftall,  and  through  every  yard. 
His  midnight  walks,  panting,  forlorn,  he  flies;     155 
Through  every  hole  he  fneaks,  through  every  jakes 
Plunging  he  wades  befmear'd,  and  fondly  hopes 
In  a  fuperior  ftench  to  lofe  his  own : 
But,  faithful  to  the  track,  th'  unerring  hounds 
With  peals  of  echoing  vengeance  clofe  purfue.     160 
And  now  dilirefs'd,  no  iheltering  covert  near, 
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Into  the  hen-roofi  creeps,  whofe  walls  with  gore 
Diftain'd  atteft  his  guilt.     There,  villain,  there 
Exped  thy  fate  deferv'd.     And  foon  from  thence 
The  pack  inquifitive,  with  clamour  loud,  165 

Drag  out  their  trembling  prize;  and  on  his  blood 
With  greedy  tranfport  feaft.     In  bolder  notes 
Each  founding  horn  proclaims  the  felon  dead : 
And  all  tli'  aflembled  village  (houts  for  joy. 
The  farmer,  who  beholds  his  mortal  foe  170 

Stretch'd  at  his  feet,  applauds  the  glorious  deed. 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  fliort  repafl : 
In  the  full  glafs  the  liquid  amber  fmiles. 
Our  native  produdl.     And  his  good  old  mate 
With  choiceft  viands  heaps  the  liberal  board,       175 
To  crown  our  triumphs,  and  reward  our  toils. 

Here  muft  th'  inftrudlive  Mufe  (but  with  refpecfi:) 
Cenfure  that  numerous  pack,  that  crowd  of  ftate. 
With  which  the  vain  profufion  of  the  great 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  fhakes  the  trembling  copfe.  180 
Pompous  incumbrance  !   A  m.agnificence 
Ufelefs,  vexatious !   For  the  wily  fox. 
Safe  in  th'  increaiing  number  of  his  foes. 
Kens  well  the  great  advantage  :  flinks  behind. 
And  flyly  creeps  through  the  fame  beaten  track,  1 85 
And  hunts  them  flep  by  ftep :  then  views,  efcap'd. 
With  inward  extafy,  the  panting  throng 
In  their  own  footfteps  puzxled,  foil'd,  and  lofl:. 
So  when  proud  Eaftern  kings  fummon  to  arms 
Their  gaudy  legions,  from  far  diilant  climes        190 
They  flock  in  crowds,  unpeopling  half  a  world: 

E  4  But 
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But  when  the  day  of  battle  calls  them  forth 

To  charge  the  well-train'd  foe,  a  band  compact 

Of  chofen  veterans;  they  prefs  blindly  on. 

In  heaps  confus'd,  by  their  own  weapons  fall      19^ 

A  fmoking  carnage  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain. 

Nor  hounds  alone  this  noxious  brood  deftroy  : 
The  plunder'd  warrener  full  many  a  wile 
Devifes  to  entrap  his  greedy  foey 
Fat  with  nodurnal  fpoils.   At  clofe  of  day,  2CO 

With  filence  drags  his  trail ;  then  from  the  ground 
Pares  thin  the  clofe-graz'd  turf,  there  with  nice  hand 
Covers  the  latent  death,  with  curious  fprings 
Prepar'd  to  fly  at  once,  Vv-hene'er  the  tread 
Of  man  or  beall  unwarily  {hall  prefs  205 

The  yielding  furface.     By  th'  indented  ileel 
With  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins. 
And  ftruggles,  but  in  vain :  yet  oft  'tis  known. 
When  evcrv*  art  has  fail'd,  the  captive  fox 
Has  Ihar'd  the  v/ounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb      2  lO 
Compounded  for  his  life.     But,  if  perchance 
In  the  deep  pitfall  plung'd,  there  's  no  efcape; 
But  unrepriev'd  he  dies,  and  bleach'd  in  air. 
The  jell  of  clowns,  his  reeking  carcafs  hangs. 

Of  thefe  are  various  kinds ;  not  even  the  king  215 
Of  brutes  evades  this  deep  devouring  grave: 
But,  by  the  wily  African  betray 'd, 
Heedlefs  of  fate,  within  its  gaping  jaws 
Expires  indignant.     When  the  orient  beam 
With  blufhes  paints  the  dav/n  ;  and  all  the  race    220 
Carnivorous,  with  biocd  full-gorg'd,  retire 
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Into  their  darkfom  cells,  there  fatiate  fnore 
O'er  dripping  offals,  and  the  mangled  limbs 
Of  men  and  beafts  ;  the  painful  forefter 
Climbs  the  high  hills,  whofe  proud  afpiring  tops   225 
With  the  tall  cedar  crown'd,  and  taper  fir, 
Aflail  the  clouds.    There  'mong  the  craggy  rocks. 
And  thickets  intricate,  trembling  he  views 
His  footfteps  in  the  fand  ;  the  difmal  road 
And  avenue  to  death.    Hither  he  calls  230 

His  watchful  bands ;  and  low  into  the  ground 
A  pit  they  fmk,  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 
Then  in  the  midll  a  column  high  is  rear'd. 
The  butt  of  fome  fair  tree ;  upon  whofe  top 
A  lamb  is  plac'd,  jull  ravilh'd  from  his  dam.      235 
And  next  a  wall  they  build,  with  ftones  and  earth 
Encircling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  view 
The  dreadful  precipice.    Now  when  the  fhades 
Of  night  hang  lowering  o'er  the  mountain's  brow; 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  thirfl  of  blood,     240 
Rouze  up  the  flothful  bealr,  he  fhakes  his  fides, 
Slow-rifing  from  his  lair,  and  itretches  wide 
His  ravenous  paws,  with  recent  gore  diffcain'd. 
The  forefls  tremble,  as  he  roars  aloud. 
Impatient  to  deftroy.    O'erjoy'd  he  hears  245; 

The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
The  fhepherd's  care,  and  feeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  foodful  teat ;  himfelf,  alas  !  defign'd 
Another's  meal.    For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far ;  and  leaping  o'er  the  mound  2  50 
To  fcize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plung'd 

Into 
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Into  the  deep  abyfs.    Proftrate  he  lies 
Aftunn'd  and  impotent.    Ah  !  what  avail 
Thine  eye-balls  flafhing  fire,  thy  length  of  tail, 
That  lafhes  thy  broad  fides,  thy  jaws  befmear'd    25 g 
With  blood  and  offals  crude,  thy  fhaggy  mane 
The  terror  of  the  woods,  thy  ftately  port. 
And  bulk  enormous,  fmce  by  ftratagem 
Thy  ftrength  is  foil'd  ?    Unequal  is  the  ftrife. 
When  fovereign  reafon  combats  brutal  rage.        260 

On  didant  Ethiopia's  fun-burnt  coafts. 
The  black  inhabitants  a  pitfall  frame. 
But  of  a  different  kind,  and  different  ufe. 
With  flender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth, 
And  hurdles  flight,  they  clofe ;  o'er  thefe  is  fpread  265 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flowers 
Smiling  delufive,  and  from  fl:ri(fleft  fearch 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  trees  they  cut,  with  tempting  fruit 
Of  various  kinds  furcharg'd;  the  downy  peach,    270 
The  cluftering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind 
The  fragrant  orange.    Soon  as  evening  grey 
Advances  flow,  befprinkling  all  around 
With  kind  refrefliing  dews  the  thirfl:y  glebe. 
The  fl:ately  elephant  from  the  clofe  fliade  275 

With  ftep  majefl:ic  ftrides,  eager  to  tafte 
T'he  cooler  breeze,  that  from  the  fea-beat  fliore 
Delightful  breathes,  or  in  the  limpid  ftream 
To  lave  his  panting  fides ;  joyous  he  fcents 
The  rich  repafl:,  unweeting  of  the  death  280 

That  lurks  within.    And  foon  he  f|5orting  breaks 

The 
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TTie  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 

The  fruit  delicious.    Ah!   too  dearly  bought ; 

The  price  is  life.    For  now  the  treacherous  turf 

Trembling  gives  way  ;  and  the  unwieldy  beaft,  285 

Self- finking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 

So  when  dilated  vapours,  ftruggling,  heave 

Th*  incumbent  earth;  if  chance  the  cavern'd  ground 

Shrinking  fublide,  and  the  thin  furface  yield, 

Down  fmks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulph'd  290 

With  all  its  towers.    Subtle,  delufive  man  I 

How  various  are  thy  wiles !   artful  to  kill 

Thy  favage  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race  I 

Fierce  from  his  lair,  fprings  forth  the  fpeckled  pard, 

ThirlHng  for  blood,  and  eager  to  deftroy ;  295 

The  huntfman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 

Confides  not:  at  convenient  diftance  fix'd, 

A  polifli'd  mirrour  flops  in  full  career 

The  furious  brute :  he  there  his  image  views ; 

Spots  againfl:  fpots  with  rage  improving  glow;     300 

Another  pard  his  briflly  whifkers  curls, 

Grins  as  he  grins,  fierce-menacing,  and  wide 

Diilends  his  opening  paws;  himfelf  againil 

Kimfelf  opposM,  and  with  dread  vengeance  arm'd. 

The  huntfman,  now  fecure,  with  fatal  aim  305 

Diredls  the  pointed  fpear,  by  which  transfix'd 

He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  (hade. 

Thus  man  innumerous  engines  forms,  t'  afTail 

The  favage  kind ;  but  moft  the  docile  horfe. 

Swift  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys  310 

His  brethren  of  the  plains  j  without  whofe  aid 

The 
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The  hunter's  arts  are  vain,  unficill'd  to  wage 
With  the  more  a(ftive  brutes  an  equal  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  well-train'd  pack, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  fecure.        31^ 

Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  his  tiX)op 
Of  bold  compeers,  ranges  the  deferts  wild. 
Where,  by  the  magnet's  aid,  the  traveller 
Steers  his  untrodden  courfe ;  vet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck'd,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  fand       320 
Immeril  and  lofl.    While  thefs  intrepid  bands. 
Safe  in  their  horfes  fpeed,  out-fly  the  florm. 
And  fcouring  round,  make  men  and  beafts  their  prey. 
The  grifly  boar  is  fingled  from  his  herd. 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthiaa  v/cods,  325 

A  match  for  Hercules.    Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide ;  and  each  in  palling  fends 
His  feather'd  death  into  his  brawny  fides. 
Eut  perilous  th'  attempt.    For  if  the  Iteed 
Haply  too  near  approach;  or  the  loofe  earth        330 
His  footing  fail,  the  watchful  angry  beafl 
Til'  advantage  fpies ;  and  at  one  fidelong  glance 
Rips  up  his  groin.    Wounded,  he  rears  aloft, 
A.nd,  plunging  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Precipitant;  then  bleeding  fpurns  the  ground,    33^ 
And  drags  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Mean  while  the  furly  moniler  trots  along. 
But  with  unequal  fpeed ;  for  ilill  they  wound, 
Swift-wlieeling  in  the  fpacious  ring.    A  wood 
Of  darts  upon  his  back  he  bears;  adown  340 

Kis  tortur'd  fides,  the  crimfbn  torrents  roll 

From 
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From  many  a  gaping  font.    And  now  at  lad 
Staggering  he  falls,  in  blood  and  foam  expires. 

But  whither  roves  my  devious  ?»lufe,  intent 
On  antique  tales?    While  yet  the  royal  (lag        345 
Unfung  remains.    Tread  with  refpedful  awe 
Vrindfor*s  green  glades ;  where  Denham,  tuneful  bard, 
Charm'd  opce  the  liiiening  Dryad;,  with  his  fong 
Sublimely  fweet.    O  !   grant  me,  facred  inade, 
To  glean  fubmifs  what  thy  full  iiclde  leaves.        350 

The  morning  fun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windfor's  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chace,  nor  views  in  all  his  courfe 
A  fcene  fo  gay:   heroic,  noble  youths. 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs     355 
The  faireil  of  this  iile,  where  Beauty  dwelh 
Delighred,  and  deferts  her  Paphian  grove 
For  our  more  favour'd  (hades :  in  proud  parade 
Thefe  fnine  magnificent,  and  prefs  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.    Great  in  themfelves,        360 
They  fmile  fuperior ;  of  external  ihow 
Regardlefs,  v.hile  their  inbred  virtues  give 
A  luftre  to  their  power,  and  grace  their  court 
With  real  fplendors,  far  abov^e  the  pomp 
Of  Eaftern  kings,  in  all  their  tinfel  pride.  365 

Like  troops  of  Amazons,  the  female  band 
Prance  round  their  cars,  not  in  refulgent  arms 
As  thofe  of  eld;  unfkiil'd  to  wield  the  fv^ord. 
Or  bend  the  bow,  thefe  kill  with  furer  aim. 
The  royal  offspring,  faireil  cf  the  fair,  370 

Lead  on  the  fplendid  train.    Anna  more  brieht 

Than 
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Than  fummer  funs,  or  as  the  lightning  keen. 

With  irrefillible  effulgence  arm'd. 

Fires  every  heart.    He  muli  be  more  than  man. 

Who  unconcern'd  can  bear  the  piercing  ray.        57^ 

Amelia,  milder  than  the  blufhing  dawn. 

With  fweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  power, 

Inlenfibly  fubdaes,  and  in  foft  chains 

Her  willing  captives  leads.    Illuftrious  maids. 

Ever  triumphant !   whofe  viftorio us  charms,         ^So 

Without  the  needlefs  aid  of  high  defcent. 

Had  aw'd  mankind,  and  taught  the  world's  great  lords 

To  bow  and  fue  for  grace.    But  who  is  he 

Frefti  as  a  rofe-bud  newly  blown,  and  fair 

As  opening  lilies;  on  whom  every  eye  385 

With  joy  and  admiration  dwells  ?    See,  fee. 

He  reins  his  docile  barb  with  manly  grace. 

Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chace  array'd  ? 

Or  Britain's  fecond  hope?    Hail,  blooming  youth! 

May  all  your  virtues  with  your  years  improve,    350 

Till  in  confummate  worth,  you  fhine  the  pride 

Of  thefe  our  days,  and  to  fucceeding  times 

A  bright  example.    As  his  guard  of  mutes 

On  the  great  foltan  wait,  with  eyes  deject,. 

And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  found  is  heard     39^ 

Within  the  wide  ferail,  but  all  is  hulli'd, 

And  awful  filence  reigns ;  thus  fland  the  pack 

Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  low  to  earth. 

While  pafs  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  pair : 

So  difciplin'd  thofe  hounds,  and  fo  referv'd,        400 

Whofe  honour  'tis  to  glad  the  hearts  of  kings. 

But 
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But  foon  the  winding  horn,  and  huntfman's  voice. 

Let  loofe  the  general  chorus ;  far  around 

joy  fpreads  its  wings,  and  the  gay  morning  fmiles. 

Unharbour'd  now  the  royal  Hag  forfakes  405 

His  wonted  lair;  he  fhakes  his  dappled  Tides, 
And  toffes  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copfe 
Beneath  his  antlers  bends.    What  doubling  fliifts 
He  tries !   not  more  the  wily  hare ;  in  thefe 
Would  dill  perfiil,  did  not  the  full-mouth'd  pack  410 
With  dreadful  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunter's  chearing  fhouts 
Float  through  the  glades,  and  the  wide  foreft  rings. 
How  merrily  they  chant !   their  noltrils  deep 
Inhale  the  grateful  lleam.    Such  is  the  cry,         415 
And  fuch  th*  harmonious  din,  the  foldier  deems 
The  battle  kindling,  and  the  ftatefman  grave 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares ;  each  age,  each  fex. 
In  the  wild  tranfport  joins;  luxuriant  joy, 
'  And  pleafure  in  excefs,  fparkling  exult  420 

On  every  brow,  and  revel  unreilrain'd. 
Hew  happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou'rt  no  more 
Thyfelf  1  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  foul. 
In  rapture  and  in  fweet  oblivion  loll. 
Yield  a  fhort  interval  and  eafe  from  pain !  425 

See  the  fwift  courfer  flrains,  his  ihining  hoofs 
Securely  beat  the  folid  ground.    Who  now 
The  dangerous  pitfall  fears,  with  tangling  heath 
High-overgrown  ?  or  who  the  quivering  bog 
Soft-yielding  to  the  rtep?    All  now  is  plain,        430 
Plain  as  the  llrand  fea-lav'd,  that  Ibetches  f?^r 

Beneath 
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Beneath  the  rocky  Ihore.    Glades  crofling  glades 

The  foreft  opens  to  our  wondering  view : 

Such  was  the  kind's  command.    Let  tyrants  fierce 

Lay  wafte  the  world ;  his  the  more  glorious  part   435 

To  check  their  pride ;  and  when  the  brazen  voice 

Of  war  is  hufh'd  (as  erft  victorious  Rome) 

T'  employ  his  ftation'd  legions  in  the  works 

Of  peace;  to  fmooth  the  rugged  wildernefs. 

To  drain  the  ftagnate  fen,  to  raife  the  flope        4|0 

Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  face 

Of  nature,  with  th'  embelliihments  of  art. 

How  melts  my  beating  heart !   as  I  behold 
Each  lovely  nymph,  our  ifland's  boaft  and  pride, 
Pafli  on  the  generous  ileed^  that  ftrokes  along    445 
O'er  rough,  o'er  fmooth,  nor  heeds  the  fteepy  hill. 
Nor  faulters  in  th'  extended  vale  below: 
Their  garments  loofely  \\aving  in  the  wind. 
And  all  the  fluih  of  beauty  in  their  cheeks ! 
While  at  their  fides  their  penfive  lovers  wait,       450 
Direct  their  dubious  courfe  ;  now  chill 'd  with  fear 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inflam'd. 
O  !   grant,  indulgent  heaven,  no  rifmg  ftorm 
May  darken  v,  ith  black  wings  this  glorious  fcene  ! 
Should  fome  malignant  power  thus  damp  our  joys,  455 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  fuch  as  of  old 
Betray'd  to  lawlefs  love  the  Tyrian  queen. 
For  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  chafte  as  fair, 
Spotlefs,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
In  the  dun  gloom,  as  in  the  blaze  of  day.  460 
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Now  the  blown  ftag,  through  woods ,  bogs,  roads, and 
Has  meafur'dhalf  the  forcll;  but  alas!  [llreams 

He  flies  in  vain,  he  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Though  far  he  cafl:  the  lingering  pack  behind. 
His  haggard  fancy  flill  with  horror  views  465 

The  fell  defl:royer  ;  ftill  the  fatal  cry 
Infuks  his  ears,  and  wounds  his  trembling  heart. 
So  the  poor  fury-haunted  wretch  (his  hands 
In  guiltlefs  blood  diftain'd)  flill  feems  to  hear 
The  dying  fhrieks :  andthe  pale  threatening  gholl:  470 
Moves  as  he  moves,  and  as  he  flies,  purfues. 
See  here  his  flot;  up  yon  green  hill  he  climbs. 
Pants  on  its  brow  a  while,  fadly  looks  back 
On  his  purfuers,  covering  all  the  plain  ; 
But  wrung  with  anguifti,  bears  not  long  the  fight,  475 
Shoots  down  the  lieep,  and  fweats  along  the  vale : 
There  mingles  with  the  herd,  where  once  he  reign'd 
Proud  monarch  of  the  groves,  whofe  clafhing  beam 
His  rivals  aw'd,  and  whofe  exalted  power 
Was  dill  revvarded  with  fuccefsful  love.  480 

But  the  bafe  herd  have  learn'd  the  ways  of  men, 
Averfe  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
Chace  him  from  thence:  needlefs  their  impious  deed. 
The  huntfman  knows  him  by  a  thoufand  marks. 
Black,  and  imboil;  nor  are  his  hounds  deceiv'd;   485 
Too  well  diftinguifli  thefe,  and  never  leave 
Their  once  devoted  foe ;  familiar  grows 
His  fcent,  and  ftrong  their  appetite  to  kill. 
Again  he  flies,  and  with  redoubled  fpeed 
Skims  o'er  the  lawn  j  ftiil  the  tenacious  crew       490 

Vol.  XL.  F  Hang 
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Hang  on  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey. 
And  pufh  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
Too  far  efcap'd,  and  the  gay  courtly  train 
Behind  are  caft,  the  huntfman's  clanging  whip 
Stops  full  their  bold  career;  palTive  they  ftand,  495 
Unmov'd,  an  humble,  an  obfeq-aious  crowd. 
As  if  by  Hern  Med-dfa  gaz'd  to  ftones. 
So  at  their  general's  voice  whole  armies  halt 
In  full  purfuit,  and  check  their  thirft  of  blood. 
Soon  at  the  king's  command,  lik-e  hafty  ftreams  50G 
Damm'd  up  a  while,  they  foam,  and  pour  along 
With  freih  recruited  might.  The  ftag,  who  hcp'd 
His  foes  were  loft,  now  once  more  hears  aftunn'd 
The  dreadful  din ;  he  fhivers  every  limb. 
He  ftarts,  he  bounds;  each  bufh  prefents  a  foe.   505 
Frefs'd  by  the  frefh  relay,  no  paufe  allow'd, 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  he  faulters  in  his  pace. 
And  lifts  his  weaty  limbs  with  pain,  that  fcarce 
Suftain  their  load;  he  pants,  he  fobs  appall'd ; 
DroDS  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beneath     510 
His  cumbrous  beams  opprefs'd.     But  if  perchance 
Seme  prving  eye  furprize  him  ;  foon  he  rears 
Ereft  his  towering  front,  bounds  o'er  the  lawn 
With  ill-difTembled  vigour,  to  amufe 
The  knowing  fore  ft  er  ;  who  inly  fmiles  ^ir 

At  his  weak  fnifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  wafte  their  laft  remains. 
Shine  forth  a  Vvhile,  and  as  they  blaze  expire. 
From  wood  to  wood  redoubling  thunders  roll. 
And  bellow  through  the  vales ;  the  moving  ftorm  520 

Thickens 
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Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  fhouts. 
And  horns  fhrill-warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  am.az'd 
What  ftrength  is  left :  to  the  laft  dregs  of  life     5:5 
Reduc'd,  his  fpirits  fail,  on  every  fide 
Jlcmm'd  in,  befjeg'd;  not  the  leaft  opening  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th'  unhappy's  laft  referve. 
Where  ihall  he  turn?  or  whither  fly?  Defpair 
Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Refoiv'd  to  die,      530- 
He  fears  no  more,  but  ruihes  on  hij  foes. 
And  deals  his  deaths  around  ;  beneath  his  feet 
Thcfe  groveling  lie,  thofe  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  enfanguin'd  plain.     Ah  !  fee  dillrefsM 
He  ftands  at  bay  againil  yon  knotty  trunk,  535 

That  covers  well  his  rear,  his  front  prefents 
An  hoil  of  foes.     O!  ihun,  ye  noble  train. 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
They  wing  around,  he  hnds  his  foul  uprais'd,        5,0 
To  dare  fome  great  exploit ;  he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  fide 
Fly  diverfe ;  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  ftrains. 
He  vents  the  cooling  llream,  and  up  the  breeze 
Urges  his  courfe  with  equal  violence :  545 

Then  takes  the  foil,   and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant ;  down  the  mid-ftream  he  wafts 
Along,  till  (like  a  Ihip  dirtrefs'd,  that  runs 
Into  fome  winding  creek)  clofe  to  the  verge 
Of  a  fmall  ifland,  for  his  weary  feet  5 


o 


F  2  Sure 


(,i  SOMERVILE'S     POEMS. 

Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  Ikulks  immers'd. 
His  nofe  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air;  all  elfe  beneath  the  flood 
Conceal'd,  and  loft,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Gfman  or  brute.   In  vain  the  crowding  pack       555 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  ftream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  that  move 
In  equal  time.     The  gliding  waters  leave 
No  trace  beliind,  and  his  contracted  pores 
But  fparingly  perfpirej  the  huntfman  ftrains        560 
His  labouring  lungs,  and  puffs  his  cheeks  in  vain : 
At  length  a  blood-hound  bold,  ftudious  to  kill. 
And  exquifite  of  lenfe,  winds  him  from  far  ; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
Loud  opening  fpends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat    565 
Swells  every  note  with  joy;  then  fearlefs  dives 
Eeneath  the  wave,  hangs  on  his  haunch,  and  wounds 
Th'  unhappy  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  ftream, 
Sorelv  diftrefs'd,  and  ftruggling  ftrives  to  mount 
The  fteepy  fhore.     Haply  once  more  efcap'd,     570 
Again  he  ftands  at  bay,  amid  the  groves 
Of  willows,  bending:  low  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageous  tranfport  fires  the  greedy  pack.; 
Thefe  fwim  the  deep,  and  thofe  crawl  up  \\  ith  pain 
The  ilippery  bank,  while  others  on  firm  land      5-5 
Engage ;  the  ftag  xepels  each  bold  affault. 
Maintains  his  poft,  and  wounds  for  wounds  returns. 
As  when  fome  wily  corfair  boards  a  fhip 
Pull-freighted,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coafts. 
Or  Indians  wealthy  ftrand,  his  bloody  crew         580 

Upon 
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Upon  her  deck  he  flings ;  thefe  in  the  deep 
Drop  fhortj   and  fwim  to  reach  her  fteepy  fides. 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  thofe  on  board 
Urge-on  the  work  of  fate  ;  the  mailer  bold, 
Prefs'd  to  his  laft  retreat,  bravely  refolves  585 

To  fink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whelming  wave. 
His  wealth,  his  foes,,  nor  unreveng'd  to  die. 
So  fares  it  with  the  flag :  fo  he  refolves 
To  plunge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himfelf,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulph  immers'd.   590 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent. 
In  wild  diforder  once  more  views  the  light ; 
Beneath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  dillrefs'd. 
The  tears  run  trickling  down  his  hairy  cheeks ;-    ' 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  vain.  The  king  beliolds  59^ 
His  wretched  plight.,  and  tendernefs  innate 
Moves  his  great  foul.   Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebuk'd,   the  difappointed,  hungry  pack. 
Retire  fubmifi,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey. 

Great  Prince  !  from  thee  what  may  thy  fubjeftshopej 
So  kind,  and  fo  beneficent  to  brutes  : 
O  mercy,  heavenly  born!  fweet. attribute  !' 
Thou  great,  thou  befl  prerogative  of  power  ! 
juiUce  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  join'd  with  thee. 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  ftands  fecure,  605 

And  braves  the  florm  beneath ;  foon  as  thy  fmlles 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  fubfide. 
And  all  the.  noify  tumult  finks  in  peace. 
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BOOK  IV. 

THE      ARGUMENT. 

Cf  the  neceflity  of  deftroymg  fome  beafts,  and  pre- 
ierving  others  for  the  ufe  of  man.  Of  breeding  of 
IiouRGs  ;  the  feafon  for  this  buiinefs.  The  choice  of 
the  dog,  of  great  moment.  Of  the  litter  of  whelps. 
Of  the  number  to  be  reared.  Of  fetting  them  cut 
to  their  feveral  walks.  Care  to  be  taken  to  pre- 
vent their  hunting  too  foon.  Of  entering  the 
whelps.  Of  breaking  them  from  running  at  iheep. 
Of  the  difeafes  of  hounds.  Of  their  age.  Ofmad- 
nefs ;  two  forts  of  it  defcribed,  the  dum  and  out- 
rageous madnefs  :  its  dreadful  effects.  Burning  of 
the  wound  recommended  as  preventing  all  ill  con- 
fequences.  The  infectious  hounds  to  be  feparated, 
and  fed  apart.  The  vanity  of  trufting  to  the  many 
infallible  cures  for  this  malady.  The  difmal  ef- 
fects of  the  biting  of  a  mad  dog,  upon  man,  de- 
fcribed. Dcfcription  of  the  orter  hunting.  The 
conclufion. 

"YXyHATE'ER  of  earth  is  form'd,  to  earth  returns 

DiiTclv'd :  the  various  objedls  we  behold. 
Plants,  animals,  this  whole  material  mafs. 
Are  ever  changing,  -ever  new.     The  foul 
Of  man  alone,  that  particle  divine,  5 

Efcapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 

Hence 
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Hence  great  the  diilance  'twixt  the  beaiis  that  perifh. 
And  God's  briofht  imao;e,  man's  immorial  race. 
The  brute  creation  are  his  property, 
Subfervient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made.  lo 

As  hurtful  theie  he  kills,  as  ufeful  thole 
Prcferves ;  their  fole  and  arbitrary  king. 
Should  he  not  kill,  as  erft  the  Samian  fage 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brachmans  now 
As  vainly  preach  ;  the  teeming  ravenous  brutes    i  j 
Might  fill  the  fcanty  fpace  of  this  terrene. 
Incumbering  all  the  globe  :  fhould  not  his  care 
Improve  his  growing  llock,  their  kinds  might  fail, 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  acorns  feed. 
And  through  the  deferts  range,  fBivering,  forlorn,  20 
Quite  deliitute  of  every  folace  dear. 
And  every  fmiling  gaiety  of  life. 

The  prudent  huntfman  therefore  will  fupply 
With  annual  large  recriiits,  his  broken  pack. 
And  propagate  their  kind.   As  from  the  root  25 

Frefh  fcions  ftill  fpring  forth  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  honours  to  the  parent-tree. 
Far  fhall  his  pack  be  fam'd,  far  fought  his  breed. 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feaft  thofe  hounds 
His  hand  prefents,  an  acceptable  boon.  30 

Ere  yet  the  Sun  through  the  bright  Ram  has  urg'd 
His  fteepy  courfe,  or  mother  Earth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bofom  to  the  Weftern  gale  ; 
When  feather 'd  troops,  their  focial  leagues  difTclv'd, 
Seledl  their  mates,  and  on  the  leaflefs  elm  35 

The  noify  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  nell, 

F  4  Mark 
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Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  pack. 

That  curl  their  taper  tails,  and  friflcing  court 

Their  pyebald  mates  enamour'd  ;  their  red  eyes 

Flafh  fires  impure  ;  nor  reft,  nor  food  they  take,  40 

(loaded  by  furious  love.     In  feparate  cells 

Confine  them  now,   left  bloody  civil  wars 

Annoy  thy  peaceful  ftate.     If  left  at  large. 

The  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join. 

And  rude  encounter  ;  on  Scamander's  ftreams       45 

Heroes  of  old  with  far  lefs  fury  fought. 

For  the  bright  Spartan  dame,  their  valour's  prize. 

Pvlangled  and  torn  thy  favourite  hounds  fhall  lie, 

Stretch'd  on  the  ground ;  thy  kennel  fliall  appear 

A  field  of  blood  :  like  fome  unhappy  town  50 

In  civil  broils  confus'd,  while  Difcord  fhakes 

Her  bloody  fcourge  alofl,  fierce  parties  rage. 

Staining  their  impious  hands  in  "mutual  death. 

And  ftill  the  beft  belov'd,  and  braveft  fall : 

Such  are  the  dire  eftefts  of  lawlefs  love.  55 

Huntfman !  thefe  ills  by  timely  prudent  care 
Prevent :  for  every  longing  dame  kledl 
Some  happy  paramour  ;  to  him  alone 
In  leagues  connubial  join.     Confider  well 
His  lineage ;  what  his  fathers  did  of  old,  60 

Chiefs  of  the  pack,  and  firft  to  climb  the  rock. 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  tread  the  brake 
With  thorn  fliarp-pointed,  plafh'd,  and  briars  inwoven . 
Obferve  with  care  his  fhape,  fort,  colour,  fize. 
Nor  will  fagacious  huntfmen  lefs  regard  6; 

His  inward  habits :  the  vain  babbler  fhun. 

Ever 
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Ever  loquacious,  ever  in  the  wrong. 

His  foolilh  offspring  fhall  offend  thy  ears 

With  falfe  alarms,  and  loud  impertinence. 

Nor  Icfs  the  fhifting  cur  avoid,  that  breaks  70 

lUufive  from  the  pack;  to  the  next  hedge 

Devious  he  ftrays,  there  every  mufe  he  tries: 

Jf  haply  then  he  crofs  the  (learning  fcent. 

Away  he  flies  vain-glorious;  and  exults 

As  of  the  pack  fupreme,  and  in  his  fpeed  75 

And  firength  unrival'd.    Lo  1   cafl  far  behind 

His  vex'd  afibciates  pant,  and  labouring  flraln 

To  climb  the  fteep  afcent.    Soon  as  they  reach 

Th'  infuiting  boafter,  his  falfe  courage  fails. 

Behind  he  lags,  doom'd  to  the  fatal  noofe,  80 

His  mailer's  hate,  and  fcorn  of  all  the  field. 

What  can  from  fuch  be  hop'd,  but  a  bafe  brood 

Of  coward  curs,  a  frantic,  vagrant  race? 

When  now  the  third  revolving  moon  appears. 
With  Iharpen'd  horns,  above  th'  horizon's  brink  ;    85 
Without  Lucina's  aid,  expeft  thy  hopes 
Are  amply  crown'd ;  lliort  pangs  produce  to  light 
The  fmoking  litter,  crawling  helplefs,  blind. 
Nature  their  guide,  they  feek  the  pouting  teat 
That  plenteous  llreams.    Soon  as  the  tender  dam    90 
Has  form'd  them  with  her  tongue,  with  pleafure  view 
The  marks  of  their  renown 'd  progenitors. 
Sure  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  come.    All  thefe 
Selecl  with  joy;  but  to  the  mercilefs  flood 
Expofe  the  dwindling  refufe,  nor  o'erload  g^ 

Th'  indulgent  mother.    If  thy  heart  relent. 

Unwilling 
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Unwilling  to  deilroy,  a  nurfe  provide. 

And  to  the  fofter-parent  give  the  care 

Of  thy  fuperfluous  brood;  (he'll  cherifh  kind 

The  alien  oitspring;  pleas'd  thou  fhalt  behold     iCO 

Her  tendernefs,  and  hofpitable  love. 

If  frolic  now  and  playful  they  defert 
Their  gloomy  cell,  and  on  the  verdant  turf 
With  nerves  improv'd,  purfue  the  mimic  chace, 
Courfing  around ;   unto  the  choiceft  friends  105 

Commit  thy  valued  prize :  the  ruftic  dames 
Shall  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Keceive  thy  growing  hopes,  with  many  a  kifs 
Carefs,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  fome  great  title,  and  refounding  name        1 10 
Of  high  import.    But  cautious  here  obferve 
To  check  their  youthful  ardour,  nor  permit 
The  unexperienced  younker,  immature;^ 
Alone  to  range  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Where  dodging  conies  fport ;  his  nerves  unftrung,  1 1 5 
And  ilrength  unequal;  the  laborious  chace 
Shall  iiint  his  growth,  and  his  rafh  forward  youth 
Contradt  fuch  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
And  late  correction  never  fhall  reclaim. 

When  to  full  lirength  arriv'd,  mature  and  bold,  1 20 
Conducl  them  to  the  field ;  not  all  at  once. 
But  as  thy  cooler  prudence  fhall  direft, 
Seleft  a  ftw^  and  form,  them  by  degrees 
To  ftricler  difcipline.    With  thefe  confort 
The  launch  and  fteady  fages  of  thy  pack,  125 

By  long  experience  vers'd  in  all  the  wiles. 

And 
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And  fubtle  doublings  of  the  varicus  chace. 
Eafy  the  IcfTon  of  the  youthful  train. 
When  inftincl  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
If  the  too  forward  vounkcr  at  the  head  i^O 

Prefs  boldly  on  in  wanton  fportive  mood, 
Corre£l  his  haile,  and  let  him  feel  abafli'd 
The  ruling  whip.    But  if  he  ftoop  behind 
In  wary  modcll  guife,  to  his  own  nofe 
Confiding  fure  ;  give  him  full  fcope  tc  work         135 
His  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
His  patience,  and  his  care ;   foon  {halt  thou  view 
1  he  hopeful  pupil  leader  of  his  tribe. 
And  all  the  liflening  pack  attend  his  call. 

Oft  lead  them  forth  where  v/anton  lambkins  play. 
And  bleating  dams  with  jealous  eyes  obferve 
Their  tender  care.    If  at  the  crowding  flock 
He  bay  prefumptucus,  or  with  eager  Iiafte 
Purfue  them  fcatter'd  o'er  the  verdant  plain ; 
In  the  foul  fact  attach 'd,  to  the  ilrong  ram  145 

Tie  fall  the  rafh  offender.    See  !   at  firft 
His  horn'd  companion,  fearful  and  amaz'd. 
Shall  drag  him  trembling  o'er  the  rugged  ground; 
Then,  with  his  load  fatigu'd,  fhall  turn  a-head. 
And  with  his  curl'd  hard  front  inceffant  peal        150 
The  panting  wretch ;  till,  breathlefs  and  aftunn'd, 
Strctch'd  on  the  turf  he  lie.    Then  fpare  not  thou 
The  twining  whip,  but  ply  his  bleeding  fides 
Lalli  after  lafh,  and  with  thy  threatening  voice, 
Harlh-echoing  from  the  hills,  inculcate  loud        155 
His  vile  offence.    Sooner  fhall  trembling  doves 

Efcap'd 
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Efcap'd  the  hawk's  Iharp  talons,  in  mid  air, 
Aflail  their  dangerous  foe,  than  he  once  more 
Dillurb  the  peaceful  flocks.    In  tender  age 
Thus  vouth  is  train'd;  as  curious  artifrs  bend      i6o 
The  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Their  foft  and  duftile  clay  to  various  fhapes. 

Nor  is  't  enough  to  breed ;  but  to  preferve. 
Mull  be  the  huntfman's  care.  The  flaunch  old  hounds. 
Guides  of  thy  pack,  though  but  in  number  few,    1 65 
Are  yet  of  great  account ;  fhall  oft  untie 
The  Gordian  knot,,  when  reafon  at  a  Hand 
Puzzling  is  loft,  and  all  thy  art  is  vain. 
O'er  clogging  fallows,  o'er  dry  plaller'd  roads. 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  diftain'd  1 70 
Rank-fcenting,  thefe  mufl  lead  the  dubious  way. 
hs  party-chiefs  in  fenatcs  who  prellde, 
V/ith  pleaded  reafon  and  with  well-turn'd  fpeech, 
Conduft  the  fl:aring  multitude ;  fo  thefe 
Di?eft  the  pack,  who  with  joint  cry  approve,      175 
And  loudly  boaft  difcoveries  not  their  own. 

Unnumber'd  accidents,  and  various  ills. 
Attend  thy  pack,  hang  hovering  o'er  their  heads,. 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  to  death's  dark  cave. 
Short  is  their  fpan;  few  at  the  date  arrive  180 

Of  ancient  Argus  in  old  Homer's  fong 
So  highly  honour'd  :   kind,  fagacious  brute  I 
Not  ev'n  Minerva's  wifdom  could  conceal 
Thy  much-lov'd  mafter  from  thy  nicer  fenfe. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er     185 
With  eager  eyes,  then  clos'd  thofe  eyes,  well  pleas'd. 

Of 
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Of  lefier  ills  the  Mufe  declines  to  fino-, 
"Nor  ftoops  To  low ;  of  thefe  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy.    But  O  !   what  care, 
V/hat  prudence,  can  prevent  madnefs,  the  worll    190 
Of  maladies  ?    Terrific  peft  !   that  blafts 
The  huntfman's  hopes,  and  defolation  fpreads 
Through  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  unreltrain'd, 
More  fatal  than  th'  envenom'd  viper's  bite; 
Or  that  Apulian  fpider's  poifonous  fling,  195 

Heal'd  by  the  pleaiing  antidote  of  fcunds. 

When  Sirius  reigns,  and  the  fun's  parching  beams 
Bake  the  dry  gaping  furface,  vifit  thou 
Each  ev'n  and  morn,  with  quick  obfervant  eve. 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  fullen  mood,      200 
The  glouting  hound  refufe  his  wonted  meal. 
Retiring  to  fome  clofe,  obfcure  retreat. 
Gloomy-,  difconfolate :  v/ith  fpeed  remove 
The  poor  infedtious  wretch,  and  in  flrong  chains 
Bind  him  fufpeded.    Thus  that  dire  difeafe  205 

Which  art  can't  cure,  wife  caution  may  prevent. 

But,  this  neglected,  foon  expe(ft  a  change, 
A  diimal  change,  confufion,  frenzy,  death. 
Or  in  fome  dark  recefs  the  fenfelefs  brute 
Sits  fadly  pining:   deep  melancholy,  .210 

And  black  defpair,  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hang  lowering;   from  his  half-opening  jaws 
The  clammy  venom,  and  infectious  froth, 
Diftilling  fall;  and  from  his  lungs  inflam'd. 
Malignant  vapours  taint  the  ambient  air,  215 

Breathing  perdition:  his  dim  eyes  are  glaz'd. 

He 
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He  droops  his  penfive  head,  his  trembling  limbs  • 
No  more  Aipport  his  weight;  abjeft  he  lies, 
Dumb,  fpiritlefs,  benumb'd;  till  death  at  lall 
Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief.         220 

Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas  ! 
A  yet  more  dreadful  fcene;  his  glaring  eyes 
Kedden  with  fiiry,  like  fome  angry  boar 
Churning  he  foams ;  and  on  his  back  ered 
His  pointed  briitles  rife;  his  tail  incurv'd  225^ 

He  drops,  and  with  harfh  broken  bowlings  rends 
The  poiibn-tainted  air,  with  rough  hoarfe  voice 
Incefiant  bays ;   and  fnufrs  th'  infectious  breeze ; 
This  way  and  that  he  flares  aghaft,  and  ftarts 
At  his  o\\Ti  ihade:  jealous,  as  if  he  deemed  230 

The  world  his  foes.    If  haply  towards  the  ftream 
He  cafl  his  roving  eye,  cold  horror  chills 
His  foul;  averfe  he  flies,  trembling,  appall'd. 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmoft  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  deltru6lion  round.       235 
The  pack  fly  diverfe ;  for  whate'er  he  meets 
Vengeful  he  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  now  perchance  through  the  weak  fence  efcap'd. 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze;  nor  man,  nor  beaft,  240 
He  fpares  implacable.    The  hunter-horfe. 
Once  kind  alTociate  of  his  fvlvan  toils, 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  kennel*s  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  liftening  hears  with  joy 
The  chearing  cry,  that  morn  and  eve  falures       245 
His  raptur'd  fenfe)  a  wretched  vi^im  falls. 

Unh^ippy 
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XJnhappy  quadruped  1   no  more,  alas  1 
Shall  thy  fond  mailer  with  his  voice  applaud 
Thy  gentleneis,  thy  fpeed;  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  foft  dappled  fides,  as  he  each  day      250 
Vifits  thy  ftall,  well  pleas'd;  no  more  ihalt  thou 
With  fprightly  neighings,  to  the  winding  horn. 
And  the  loud  openirtg  pack  in  concert  join'd. 
Glad  his  proud  heart.    For  oh  I  the  fecret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  ground,  and  dies  1  2  5  5 
Hence  to  the  viiLige  with  pernicious  hafte 
Baleflil  he  bends  his  courie  :  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd ;   the  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
■Hugs  clofe  the  trembling  babe ;  the  doors  are  barr'd. 
And  flying  curs  by  native  inftindl  taught  260 

Shun  the  contao-ious  bane:  the  ruftic  bands 
Hurry  to  arms,  the  rade  militia  feize 
Whnte'er  at  hand  they  find;  clubs,  forks,  or  guns, 
From  every  quarter  charge  the  furious  foe. 
In  wild  diforder,  and  uncouth  array :  265 

Till,  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  opprefs'd  andgor'd. 
At  one  fliOrt  poifonous  gafp  he  breathes  his  laft. 
Hence  to  the  kennel,  Mufe,  return,  and  view 
"With  heavy  h^art  that  hofpital  of  woe ; 
Where  Horror  ftalks  at  large!   infatiate  Death    270 
Sits  growling  o'er  his  prey:  each  hour  prefents 
A  different  fcene  of  ruin  and  diflrefs. 
How  bufy  art  thou.  Fate  !  and  how  fevere 
Thy  pointed  \vrath !   the  dying  and  the  dead 
Promifcuous  lie  ;  o'er  thefe  the  living  fight  27^ 

In  one  eternal  broil  j  not  confcious  why. 

Nor 
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Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  d-runkards,  in  their  cups. 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  fenfelefs  fquabble  reigns. 

Huntfman  !  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debate  !     Ah!   roufe  up  all  280 

Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacherous  ground 
With  careful  ilep.    Thy  fires  unquench'd  preferve> 
As  erft  the  veilal  flames ;   the  pointed  fteel 
In  the  hot  embers  hide;  and  if  furpriz'd 
Thou  feel'il  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  home   285 
Into  the  recent  fore,  and  cauterize 
The  wound ;  fpare  not  thy  flefh,  nor  dread  th'  event : 
Vulcan  fhall  fave  when  ^^fculapius  fails. 

Here  fhould  the  knowing  Mufe  recount  the  means 
To  flop  this  growing  plague.    And  here,  alas  !    290 
Each  hand  prefents  a  fovereign  cure,  and  boafts 
Infaliibilitv,  but  boalls  in  vain. 
On  this  depend,  each  to  his  feparate  feat 
Confine,  in  fetters  bound ;  give  each  his  mefs 
Apart,  his  range  in  open  air;  and  then  295 

If  deadly  fymptoms  to  thy  grief  appear. 
Devote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  fall, 
A  generous  vidim  for  the  public  weal. 

Sing,  philofophic  Mufe,  the  dire  effedls 
Of  this  contagious  bite  on  haplefs  man.  300 

The  ruflic  fwains,  by  long  tradition  taught 
Of  leaches  old,  as  foon  as  they  perceive 
The  bite  imprefs'd,  to  the  fea-coafls  repair. 
Flung'd  in  the  briny  flood,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Now  journeys  home  fecure  ;  but  foon  ihail  wiih  505 
The  feas  as  yet  had  cover'd  him  beneath 

The 
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The  foaming  furge,  full  many  a  fathom,  a  deep. 

A  fate  more  difmal,  and  fuperior  ills 

Hang  o'er  his  head  devoted.     When  the  moon, 

Clomig  her  monthly  round,  returns  again  510 

To  glad  the  night ;  or  when  fuU-orb'd  Ihe  fhines 

High  in  the  vault  of  heaven  ;  the  lurking  pefl 

Begins  the  dire  afTauIt.     The  poifonous  foam 

Through  the  deep  wound  inftill'd  with  hoilile  rage. 

And  all  its  fiery  particles  faline,  31^ 

Invades  th'  arterial  fluid  :  whofe  red  waves 

Tempeftuous  heave,  and,  their  cohefion  broke. 

Fermenting  boil ;  intelHne  war  enfues. 

And  order  to  confufion  turns  embroil'd^ 

Now  the  diltcnded  vefTels  fcarce  contain  320 

The  wild  uproar,  but  prefs  each  weaker  part 

Unable  to  rcfift:  the  tender  brain 

And  flomacK  fuiier  moll ;  convulfions  fhake 

His  trembling  nerves,  and  wandering  pungent  pains 

Pinch  fore  the  ileeplefs  wretch ;  his  fluttering pu!fe  325 

Oft  intermits ;  penfive,   and  fad,  he  mourns 

His  cruel  fate,  and  to  his  weeping  friends 

Laments  in  vain  ;  to  hafty  anger  prone,. 

Refents  each  flight  ofl^ence,  walks  with  G.ttick  fl:ep. 

And  wildly  flares  ;  at  laft  with  boundlefs  fway    330 

The  tyrant  frenzy  reigns :  fc-r  as  the  dog 

(Whofe  fatal  bite  convey'd  th'  infetSlious  bane) 

Rr.ving  he  foams,  and  liowls,  and  barks,  and  bites. 

Like  agitations  in  his  boiling  blood 

Prcfent  like  fpecies  to  his  troubled  mind  ;  ^^- 

His  nature  and  his  adions  all  canine. 

Vol.  XL.  G  So 


•J*  SGMERVILX'S    POEMS. 

So  (as  old  Homer  fung)  th'  aflbciates  wild 
Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by  Circe's  charms 
To  fwine  transform'd,  ran  grunding  thro'  the  grove?^ 
Dreadful  example  to  a  wicked  world  !  34.0 

See  there  diHrefsM  he  lies  1  parch'd  up  with  thiril. 
But  dares  not  drink.     Till  now  at  laft  his  foul 
Trembling  efcapes,  her  noifome  dungeon  kaves. 
And  to  fome  purer  region  wings  away. 

One  labour  yet  remains,  celeilial  Maid!  345 

Another  element  demands  thy  fong. 
No  more  o'er  craggy  fleep,  through  coverts  thick 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  briers  intricate. 
Urge  on  with  horn  and  voice  the  painful  pack : 
JjUt  fkim  with  wanton  wing  th'  irriguous  vale,     350 
Where  winding  .ftreams  amid  the  flowery  meads 
Peroetual  elide  alone,  and  undermine 
The  cavern'd  banks,  bv  the  tenacious  roots 
Of  hoary  willows  arched;  gloomy  retreat 
-Of  the  bright  fcaly  kind  ;  where  they  at  will       355 
■On  the  gre-en  watery  reed  their  pafture  graze, 
-Suck  the  moift  foil,  or  ilumber  at  their  eafe, 
Rcck'd  by  the  reillefs  brock,  that  draws  aflope 
Its  humid  train,  and  la.ves  their  dark  abodes. 
Where  rages  not  oppreflion  ?  Where,  alas  !  360 

Is  innocence  fecure  ?  Rapine  and  fpoil 
Haunt  ev'n  the  lowell  deeps ;  feas  have  their  (harks, 
-Rivers  and  ponds  inclofe  the  ravenous  pike ; 
He  in  his  turn  becomes  a  prey  ;  on  him 
Th'  amphibious  otter  feafts.     Juft  is  his  fate       365 
Deferv'd:  hut  tyrants  know  no  bounds ^  nor  fpears. 

That 
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That  brillle  on  his  back,   defend  the  perch 

From  his  wide  greedy  jaws  ;  nor  burnifli'd  mail 

The  yellow  carp,  nor  all  his  arts  can  fave 

Th'  infinuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head  370 

Beneath  the  flimy  mud;  nor  yet  efcapes 

The  crimfon-fpotted  trout,  the  river's  pride. 

And  beauty  of  the  ftream.     Without  remori'e, 

Thir;  midnight  pillager,  ranging  around, 

Infatiate  fwallows  all.     The  owner  mourns  37; 

Th' unpeopled  rivulet,  and  gladlyhears 

The  huntlman's  early  call,  and  fees  with  joy 

The  jovial  crew,  that  march  upon  its  banks 

In  gay  parade,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd. 

The  fubtle  fporler  of  the  beaver  kind,  380 

Far  off  perhaps,  where  ancient  alders  fhade 
The  deep  ftill  pool ;  within  fome  hollow,  trunk 
Contrives  his  wicker  couch  :  whence  he  furveys 
His  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  llream,  and  all 
The  finny  ftioals  his  own.  But  you,  brave  youths,  385 
Difpute  the  felon's  claim  ;  try  every  root. 
And  every  reedy  bank;  encourage  all 
The  bufy-fpreading  pack,  that  fearlefs  plunge 
Into  the  flood,  and  crofs  the  rapid  ftream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  refounding  fhore,  300 
Proclaim  your  bold  defiance;  loudly  raif^ 
Each  cheering  voice,  till  diftant  hills  re'.-;eat 
The  triumphs  of  the  vale.     On  the  foft  fand 
See  there  his  feal  imprefs'd !   and  on  that  bank 
Behold  the  glittering  fpoils,  half-eaten  fiili,         395 
Scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  his  feafc. 

G  2  "  Ahl 
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Ah !   on  that  yielding  fag-bed,  fee  or.ce  more 
His  feal  I  view.     O'er  yon  dank  ruihy  marfh 
The  fly  gcofe-footed  prowler  bends  his  courfe. 
Arid  feeks  the  diilant  (hallows.  Huntfman,  bring  400 
Thy  eager  pack;  and  trail  him.  to  his  coach. 
Hark  !   the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joy, 
'i'he  gallant  chiding,  loads  the  tremblirjg  air. 

Ye  Naiads  fair,  who  o'er  thefe  floods  prefide, 
Raife  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave,    40^ 
And  hear  our  m,eiody.     Th'  harmonious  notes 
Float  with  the  ftream  ;  and  every  winding  creek 
And  hollow  rock,  that  o'er  the  dimpling  flood 
Nods  pendant;  f^ill  improve  from  fhore  to  fnore 
Our  f.veet  reiterated  joys.     What  fhouts !  410 

Vv'hat  clamour  loud  !  What  gay  heart-chearing  founds 
Urge  through  the  breathing  brafs  their  mazy  way  1 
Kor  quires  of  Tritons  glad  with  fprightlier  iirains 
The  dajicing  billows !  when  proud  Neptune  rides 
-In  triumph  e'er  the  deeji.     How  greedily  415 

Thev  fnuff  the  fiftiv  ileam,  that  to  each  blade 
Rank-fcenting  clings  !    See  !   how  the  morning  dews 
They  fweep,  that  from  their  feet  befprinkling  drop 
Difpers'd,  and  leave  a  track  oblique  behind. 
Now  on  firm  land  they  range ;  then  in  the  fiood    420- 
T'hey  plunge  tum-ultuous ;  or  through  reedy  pools 
Ruftling  they  work  their  way:  no  hole  efcapes 
I'hcir  curious  fearch.     With  ouick  fenfation  now 
The  fuming  vapour  llings ;   flutter  their  hearts. 
And  joy  redoubled  burfts  from  every  mouth         425 
In  louder  fymphonies.     Yon  hollow  trunk. 

That 
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That  with  its  hoary  head  incurv'd  falutes 
The  paflirig  wave,  maft  be  the  tyrant's  fort. 
And  dread  abode.     Hew  thcfe  impatient  climb, 
While  otherb  at  the  root  incefiant  bay  !  ^.?o 

They  put  him  down.     See,  there  he  dives  along! 
Th'  afcending  bubbles  mark  his  gloomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  the  flielterlng  deeps.     Ah  !   there  he  vents ! 
The  pack  plunge  headlong,  and  protended  fpears  47^ 
Menace  deftrudlion:  while  the  troubled  furge 
Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  fcaly  kind, 
AfTrighied,   hide  their  heads.    Wild  tumult  reigns, 
And  Lud  uproar.   Ah,  there  once  mere  he  vents ! 
See,  that  bold  hound  has  fciz'd  him  ;  down  they  fmk 
To'^ether  loll :  but  foon  Tnall  he  recent 
His  rafh  afTault.     See  there  efcap'd,  he  flies 
Half-drown'd,  and  clambers  up  the  fiippery  bank 
With  cuze  and  blood  ditlain'd.  Of  all  the  brutes. 
Whether  "by  Nature  formM,  or  by  long  ui-^,        44  - 
This  artful  diver  befl  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  air.     Unequal  is  the  iiglir. 
Beneath  the  whelming  element.     Yet  there 
He  lives  not  long ;  but  refpiration  needs 
At  proper  intervals.     Again  he  vents;  4jO 

Again  ihe  crowd  attack.  That  fpear  has  pierc'd 
His  neck;   the  crimfon  v%'aves  confefs  the  wound. 
Fix'd  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  guefl, 
Wherec'er  he  flies ;  with  him  it  fmks  beneath. 
With  him  it  mounts;  fure  guide  to  every  foe.      455 
Inly  he  groans ;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
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Bear  the  cold  ftream.     Lo  !  to  yon  fedgy  bank 
He  creeps  dilconrolate  :  his  numerous  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds,  and  men.    Pierc'd.  thro*  and 
On  pointed  fpears  they  lift  him  high  in  air  ;       [thro'. 
Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grins,  and  bites  in  vain: 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gayly-warbling  ftrains. 
Proclaim  the  felon's  fate  ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  ye  fcaly  tribes,  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  fign  of  liberty  465 

Reftor'd ;  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Rejoice  fecure  and  blefs'd ;  did  not  as  yet 
Remain,  fome  of  your  own  rapacious  kind  ; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles. 

O  happy  !  if  ye  knew  your  happy  ftate,  470 

Ye  rangers  of  the  fields ;  whom  Nature  boon 
Chears  with  her  fmilcs,  and  every  element 
Confoires  to  blefs.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown. 
From  marble  pedeftals  ;  nor  Raphael's  works. 
Nor  Titian's  lively  tints,  adorn  our  walls  ?  47^ 

Yet  thefe  the  meaneil  of  us  may  behold  ; 
And  at  another's  coll  may  feafl  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes ;  what  can  the  owner  more  ?    . 
But  vain,  alas !  is  wealth,  not  grac'd  with  power. 
The  fiOvvery  landlkip,  and  the  gilded  dome,        480 
And  viflas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye. 
Through  all  his  wide  domain  ;  the  planted  grove. 
The  ihrubby  wildernefs,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  foft  reoofe 
Th'  ambitious  wretch,  vvhofe  difcontented  foul    48^ 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night ;  he  mourns,  he  pines. 

Until 
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Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great. 
See  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle  's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  ilaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth  ;  from  every  mouth  49a 

The  naufeous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promifes  that  die  as  foon  as  born* 
Vile  intercourfe  !  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarch  ;  all  his  glories  fade ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcall,  undone,    49^ 
The  pageant  of  a  day  ;  without  one  friend 
To  foothe  his  tortur'd  mind;  all,  all  are  fled. 
For,  though  they  bafk'd  in  his  meridian  ray,- 
The  infefts  vaniih,  as  his  beams  decline. 

Not  fuch  our  friends ;  for  here  no  dark  deiign,  500 
No  wicked  intereft,  bribes  the  venal  heart ; 
Eut  inclination  to  our  bofom  leads. 
And  weds  them  there  for  life ;  our  fecial  cups 
Smile,   as  we  fmile  ;  open,  and  unreferv'd. 
We fpeak our inmoil fouls;  good-humour,  mirth,  505. 
Soft  complaifance,  and  wit  from  malice  fiGe, 
Smooth  every  brow,  and  glow  on  every  cheek. 

O  happinefs  fincere !   what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  or  walk 
Upon  the  flippery  pavements  of  the  great,  510 

Who  thus  could  reign,  unenvy'd  and  fecure  ? 

Ye  guardian  powers  who  make  mankind  your  care. 
Give  me  to  know  wife  Nature's  hidden  depths. 
Trace  each  myflerious  caufe,  with  judgment  read 
Th'  expanded  volume,  and  fubmifs  adore  515 

That  great  creative  Will,  who  at  a  word 
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Spoke  forth  the  wondrous  fcene.     Bat  if  my  foul 
To  this  grofs  clay  confm'd  flutters  on  earth 
With  lefs  ambitious  wing ;  unlkill'd  to  range 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way  ^     520 
And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  grand  machine, 
Vv'orlds  above  worlds  ;   fubfcrvient  to  his  voice. 
Who,  veil'd  in  clouded  Majefty,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all ;  bids  the  great  fyftern  move. 
And  changeful  feafons  in  their  turns  advance,      525 
Unmov'd,  unchang'd,  himfelf :  yet  this  at  leail 
Grant  me  propitious,  an  inglorious  life. 
Calm  and  ferene,  nor  loll  in  falfe  purfuits 
Of  wealth  cr  honours  ;  but  enough  to  raife 
^'ly  drooping  friends,  preventing  modeft  Want  530 
That  dares  not  alk.   And  if,  to  crown  my  joys. 
Ye  grant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  cheeks, 
Biocmsin  my  life's  decline;  fiekls,woods,andltreams, 
E.ich  towering  hill,  each  humble  vale  below. 
Shall  hear  my  chearing  voice,my  hounds  Ihall  wake  ;  3  5 
The  lazy  mcrn,  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 


HOE- 
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**  Nee  fam  aniirA  dubius>  verbis  ea  vincere  m?gnuin 
**  Qnam  fit,  et  arguftis  hunc  addere  rebus  honorem. 
*'  Sed  me  Parnaffi  deferta  per  ardua  dulcis 
**  Raptat  Amcr.     Juvat  ire  jugis,  qua  nulla  priorum 
**  Caftaliam  moUi  divertitur  orbita  clivo." 

ViRG.  Georg.  lib.  iii. 
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Mr.     H  O   G  A  R   T   H, 


pEPvMIT  me.  Sir,  to  make  choice  of  yoa  for  my 
Patron,  being  the  greatell  mafter  in  the  bur- 
lefque  way.  In  this  indeed  you  have  fome  advan- 
tage of  your  poetical  brethren,  that  you  paint  to  the 
eye ;  yet  remember.  Sir,  that  we  give  fpeech  and 
motion,  and  a  greater  variety  to  our  figures.  Your 
province  is  the  Town;  leave  me  a  fmall  outride  in 
the  country,  and  I  (hall  be  content.  In  this,  at  leaft,. 
let  us  both  agree,  to  make  vice  and  folly  the  objed: 
of  our  ridicule  ;  and  we  cannot  fail  to  be  of  fome- 
fervice  to  mankind.     I  am, 

SIR, 

Your  admirer,  and 

Moil  humble  fervant. 


[     9'-     ] 


PREFACE. 


IVTOTITING  is  more  common  than  for  us  poor 
bards,  when  we  have  acquired  a  little  reputa- 
tion, to  print  ourfelves  into  difgrace.  We  climb  the 
Aonian  mount  with  difficulty  and  toil ;  we  receive  the 
bays  for  which  we  languifhed;  till,  grafping  flill  at 
more,  we  lofe  our  hold,  and  fall  at  once  to  the  bottom. 

The  Author  of  this  piece  would  not  thus  ht  felo  de 
fe,  nor  would  he  be  murdered  by  perfons  unknown. 
But  as  he  is  fatisficd,  that  there  are  many  imperfe6l 
copies  of  this  trifle  difperfed  abroad,  and  as  he  is 
credibly  informed,  that  he  fhall  foon  be  expofed  to 
view  in  fuch  an  attitude,  as  he  would  not  care  to 
appear  in  ;  he  thinks  it  moil  prudent  i;i  this  defpe- 
rate  cafe  to  throw  himfelf  on  the  mercy  of  the  pub- 
lick;  and  offer  this  whimfical  work  a  voluntary  fa- 
crificc,  in  hope  that  he  Hands  a  better  chance  for 
their  indulgence,  now  it  has  received  his  laft  hand, 
than  when  curtailed  and  mangled  by  others. 

The  Poets  of  almofl  all  nations  have  celebrated 
tlie  games  of  their  feveral  countries.  Homer  began, 
and  all  the  mimic  tribe  followed  the  example  of  that 
great  father  of  poetry.  Even  our  own  Milton,  who 
laid  his  fcene  beyond  the  limits  of  this  fublunary 
world,  has  found  room  for  defcriptions  of  this  fort, 
and  has  performed  it  in  a  more  fublimc  manner  than 
any  who  went  before  him.  His,  indeed,  are  fports ; 
but  they  are  the  fports  of  angels.  This  gentleman 
has  endeavoured  to  do  juflice  to  his  countrymen,  the 
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Britifh  freeholders,  who,  when  drefled  in  their  holi- 
day clothes,  are  by  no  means  perfons  of  a  defpicable 
iigure ;  but  eat  and  drink  as  plentifully,  and  fight  as 
heartily,  as  the  ereatcft  hero  in  the  Iliad.  There  is 
alfo  fomc  ufe  in  dcfcripiions  of  this  nature,  fince 
nothing  gives  us  a  clearer  idea  of  the  genius  of  a 
na'iion,  than  their  fports  and  diverfions.  If  we  fee 
people  dancing,  even  in  wooden  flioes,  and  a  fiddle 
always  at  their  heels,  we  are  foon  convinced  of  the 
levity  and  volatile  fpirit  of  thofe  merry  flaves.  The 
famous  bull-feafts  are  an  evident  token  of  the  Quix'ot- 
ifm  and  romantic  tallc  of  the  Spaniards.  And  a 
country-wake  is  too  fad  an  image  of  the  infirmities  of 
our  own  people :  we  fee  nothiiig  but  broken  heads, 
bottles  flying  about,  tables  overturned,  outrageous 
drunkenncf;,  and  eternal  fquabble. 

Thus  much  of  the  fubjed: ;  it  may  not  be  improper 
to  touch  a  little  upon  the  ftyle.  One  of  the  greatell 
poets  and  moll  candid  critics  of  this  age  has  informed 
us  that  there  are  two  forts  of  burlefque.  Be  pleafed 
to  take  it  in  his  own  words,  Speflator,  Numb.  242. 
**  Burlefque  (fays  he)  is  of  two  kinds.  The  firfl: 
*'  reprefcnts  mean  pcrfons  in  the  accoutrements  of 
**  heroes ;  the  other,  great  perfons  ailing  and  fpeak- 
**  ing  like  the  bafefl  among  the  people.  Don  Quixote 
*'  is  an  inftance  of  the  firft,  and  Lucian's  Gods  of 
**  the  fecond.  It  is  a  difpute  among  the  critics,  whe- 
*'  ther  burlefque  runs  befl  in  heroic,  like  the  Dif- 
*'  penfary;  or  in  doggrel,  like  that  of  Hudibras.  I 
*'  think,  where  the  low  charadler  is  to  be  raifed,  the 
•*  heroic  is  the  mofl  proper  mcafure ;  but  whsn  an  hero 
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'*  Is  to  be  pulled  down  and  degraded,  it  is  befl:  done  in 
**■  doggrel."  Thus  far  Mr.  Addifon.  If  therefore  the 
heroic  is  the  proper  meafure  where  the  low  charafter 
is  to  be  raifed,  Milton^s  ftyie  muil  be  very  proper  in 
the  fubjedl  here  treated  of;  becaufe  it  raifes  the  low 
character  more  than  is  polTible  to  be  done  under  the 
reftraint  of  rhyme;  and  the  ridicule  chiefly  confifts  in 
raifmgthat  low  charafter.  I  beg  leave  to  refer  to  the 
authority  of  Mr.  Smith,  in  his  poem  upon  the  death 
of  Mr.  John  Philips.  The  whole  pafTage  is  fo  very 
£ne,  and  gives  fo  clear  an  idea  of  his  manner  of 
writing,  that  the  Reader  will  not  think  his  labour  loft 


m  runninor  it  over. 


But  here  it  m.ay  be  objedled,  that  this  m.anner  of 
writing  contradi&s  the  rule  in  Horace : 

*'  Verfibus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult." 
Monfieur  Boileau,  in  his  diflertatlon  upon  the  Jo- 
conde  of  de  la  Fontaine,  quot-^s  this  pafTage  in  Ho- 
race, and  obferves,  *'  Que  comme  il  n'y  a  rien  de 
**  plus  froid,  que  de  conter  une  chofe  grande  en  ftile 
**  bas,  auifi  n'y  a-t-il  de  phis  ridicule,  que  de  raconter 
*'  une  hifioire  c-omique  et  abfurde  en  termes  graves 
*'  et  ferieux."  But  then  he  juftly  adds  this  exception 
to  the  general  rule  in  Horace;  **  a  moins  que  ce 
**  ferieux  ne  foit  afFefte  tout  expres  pour  rendre  la 
*'  chofe  encore  plus  burlefque."  If  the  obfervation 
of  that  celebrated  critic,  Monfieur  Dacier,  is  true, 
Horace  himfelf,  in  the  fame  Epiftie  to  the  Pifo's,  and 
not  far  diltant  from  the  rule  here  mentioned,  has 
aimed  to  im.prove  the  burlefque  by  the  help  of  the 
fublime,  in  iiis  note  upon  this  verfe : 

**  Debemur 
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*'  Debemur  morti  nos  noftraque;  five  receptus 

"  Terra  Neptunus"— — 
JVnd  upon  the  five  following  verfes  has  this  general 
remark:  **  Toutes  ces  exprelTions  nobles  qu'  Horace 
**  entaffe   dans   ces   fix   vers   fervent  a  rendre  plus 
*'  plaifante  cette  chute: 

**  Ne  dura  verboram  flet  hones."-—— 

*'  Car  rien  ne  contribue  tant  ^.urj^uule  que  le  granci.^* 
He  indeed  would  be  fevere  upon  himfelf  alone,  who 
fhould  cenfure  this  way  of  writing,  when  he  muft 
plainly  fee,  that  it  is  afFefted  on  purpofe,  only  to  raife 
the  ridicule,  and  give  the  reader  a  more  agreeable 
entertainment.    Nothing  can  improve  a  merry  tale  (o 
much,  as  its  being  delivered  with  a  grave  and  fericus 
air.     Our  imaginations  are  agreeably  farprifed,  and 
fond  of  a  pleafare  fo  little  expecled.     Whereas  he, 
who  would  befpeak  our  laughter  by  an  afFecled  gri- 
mace and  ridiculous  gelbires,  muft  play  his  part  very 
well  indeed,  or  he  v,-ill  fall  fhort  of -the  idea  he  has 
-raifed.    It  is  true,  Virgil  was  very  fenfible  that  it  was 
difficult  thus  to  elevate  alow  and  mean  fubjedt: 
**  Nee  fumanimi  dubius,  verbis  ea  vincere  magnum 
*'  Quam  fit,  et  anguilis  hunc  addere  cebus  honorem.''' 
But  tells  us  for  our  encouragement  in  another  place, 
**  In  tenui  labor,  at  tenuis  non  rloria,  fi  quern 
*'  Numina  Iseva  fmunt,  auditq^ie  vocatus  Apollo." 
Mr.  Addifon  is  of  the  fame  opinion,  and  adds,  that 
the  difficulty  is  very  much  increafed  by  writing  in 
blank  veife.  "  The  Englifli  and  French  (fays  he)  who 
^'  always  ufe  the  fame  v/ords  in  verfe  as  in  ordinary 
**  converfation,  are  forced  to  raife  tlieir  language  with 
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*'  metaphors  and  figures,  or  by  the  pompoufnefs  of 
*'  the  whole  phrafe  to  wear  ofF  any  littlenefs,  that 
**  appears  in  the  particular  parts  that  compofe  it. 
**  This  makes  our  blank  verfe,  where  there  is  no  rhyme 
**  to  fupport  the  expreffion-,  extremely  difficult  to  fuch 
*'  as  are  not  malters  of  the  tongue  ;  efpecially  when 
*•'  they  write  upon  lon.v/ubjecIs."  Remarks  upon  Italy, 
p.  99.  But  there  is  even  yet  a  greater  difficulty  be- 
hind :  the  writer  in  this  kind  of  burlefque  muil  not  only 
keep  up  the  pomp  and  dignity  of  the  ftyle,  but  an  art- 
ful fneer  fliould  appear  through  the  whole  work ;  and 
every  man  will  judge,  that  it  is  no  eafy  matter  to 
blend  together  the  Hero  and  the  Harlequin. 

If  any  perfon  fliould  want  a  key  to  this  poem,  his 
curioiity  ihall  be  gratified:    I  fliall,  in  plain  words, 
tell  him,  "  It  is  a  fatire  againil  the  luxury,  the  pride,       "  | 
*■*  the  wantonnefs,  and  quarrelfome  temper,  of  the         . 
"  middling  fort  of  people."    As  thefe  are  the  proper         f 
and  genuine  caufe  of  that  bare-faced  knavery,  and 
almoil  univerfal  poverty,  which  reign  without  con- 
troul  in  everyplace ;  and  as  to  thefe  we  owe  our  many 
bankrupt  farmers,  our  trade  decayed,  and  lands  un- 
cultivated; the -author  has  reafon  to  hope  that  no 
hcnefi  man,  who  loves  his  country,  will  think  this 
fhort  reproof  out  of  feafon  :  for,  perhaps,  this  merry 
way  of  bantering  men  into  virtue,  may  have  a  better 
effeft  than  the  moil  ferious  admonitions ;  fince  many, 
who  are  proud  to  be  thought  immoral,  are  not  very 


fond  of  being  ridiculous. 
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CANTO  I. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Propofition.  Invocation  addrefTed  to  Mr.  John 
Philips,  author  of  the  Cyder  Poem  and  Splendid 
Shilling.  Defcriptionof  the  Valeof  Evefiiam.  The 
Seat  of  Hobbinol ;  Hobbinol  a  great  man  in  his 
village,  feated  in  his  wicker  fmoking  his  pipe,  has 
one  only  fon.  Young  Hobbinol 's  education,  bred 
up  with  Ganderetta  his  near  relation.  Young 
Hobbinol  and  Ganderetta  chofen  king  and  queen 
of  May.  Her  drefs  and  attendants.  The  May - 
games.  Twangdillo  the  fiddler,  his  character. 
The  dancing.  Ganderetta's  extraordinary  per- 
formance. Bagpipes  good  mufic  in  the  Highlands. 
Milonides,  mafter  of  the  ring,  difciplines  the 
mob  ;  proclaims  the  feveral  prizes.  His  fpeech. 
Paftorel  takes  up  the  belt.  His  character,  his 
heroic  figure,  his  confidence.  Hobbinol,  by  per- 
mifTion  of  Ganderetta,  accepts  the  challenge, 
vaults  into  the  ring.  His  honourable  behaviour, 
efcapes  a  fcowering.  Ganderetta's  agony.  Paf- 
torel foiled.     Ganderetta  not  a  little  pleafed. 

"TTTT'H AT  old  Menalcas  at  his  feafl  reveal'd 

T  fmg,  ftrange  feats  of  ancient  prowefs,  deeds. 
Of  high  renown,  while  all  his  liilening  guefts 

Vol.  XL.  H  ^  With 
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With  eager  joy  receiv'd  the  pleafing  tale. 

O  thou*  !   who  late  on  Vaga's  flowery  banks       5 
Slumbering  fecure,  with  Stirom  f  well  bcdew'd. 
Fallacious  cafk,  in  facred  dreams  were  taught 
By  antient  fcers,  and  Merlin  prophet  old. 
To  raife  ignoble  themes  with  llrains  fublime. 
Be  thou  my  guide  ;  while  I  thy  track  purfue         10 
With  wing  unequal,  through  the  wide  expanfe 
Adventurous  range,  and  emulate  thy  flights. 

In  that  rich  vale  J,  where  with  Dobunian  §  fields 
Cornavian  ||  borders  m.eet,  far  fam'd  of  old 
For  Montfort's  §§  haplefs  fate,  undaunted  earl ;      15 
Where  from  her  fruitful  urn  Avona  pours 
Her  kindly  torrent  on  the  thirfty  glebe. 
And  pillages  the  hills  t'enrich  the  plains ; 
On  whofe  luxuriant  banks  flowers  of  all  hues 
Start  up  fpontaneous ;  and  the  teeming  foil  20 

With  hafty  llioots  prevents  its  owner's  prayer : 
The  pamper'd  wanton  fteer,  of  the  fharp  axe 
Regardlefs,  that  o'er  his  devoted  head 
Hangs  menacing,  crops  his  delicious  bane. 
Nor  knows  the  price  is  life  ;  with  envious  eye       25 
His  labouring  yoke-fellow  beholds  his  plight. 
And  deems  him  bleft,  while  on  his  languid  neck 
In  folemn  floth  he  tugs  the  lingering  plough. 

•  Mr.  John  Philips,     f  Strong  Herefordfliire  Cyder. 
X  Vale  of  Evelham.  §  Gloucefterfhire, 

il   WorceilerHiire. 

§§  Simon  de  Montfort,  killed  at  the  battle  of  Evefliam^ 

So 
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So  blind  are  mortals,  of  each  other's  ftate 

Mis-judging,  felf-deceiv'd.  Here  as  fupreme         30 

Stern  Hobbinol  in  rural  plenty  reigns 

O'er  wide-extended  fields,  his  large  domain. 

Th*  obfequious  villagers,  with  looks  fubmifs 

Obfervant  of  his  eye,  or  when  with  feed 

T'  impregnate  Earth's  fat  womb,  or  when  to  bring  3  5 

With  clamorous  joy  the  bearded  harveft  home. 

Here,   when  the  diilant  fun  lengthens  the  nights. 
When  the  keen  frofts  the  fhivering  farmer  warn 
To  broach  his  mellow  cafk,  and  frequent  blafts 
Infrruft  the  crackling  billets  how  to  blaze,  40 

In  his  warm  wicker-chair,  whofe  pliant  twigs 
In  clofe  embraces  join'd,  with  fpacious  arch 
Vault  this  thick-woven  roof,  the  bloated  churl 
Loiters  in  ftate,  each  arm  reclin'd  is  prop'd 
With  yielding  pillows  of  the  fofteft  dov/n.  4^ 

In  mind  compos 'd,  from  Ihort  coeval  tube 
He  fucks  the  vapours  bland,  thick  curling  clouds 
Of  fmoke  around  his  reeking  temples  play  j 
Joyous  he  fits,  and  impotent  of  thought 
Puffs  away  care  and  forrow  from  his  heart.  50 

How  vain  the  pomp  of  kings !  Look  down,  ye  great, 
And  view  with  envious  eye  the  downy  neft, 
Where  foft  Repofe,  a!?d  calm  Contentment  dwell, 
Unbrib'd  by  wealth,  and  unreflrain'd  by  power. 

One  fon  aloae  had  blefl  his  bridal  bed,  5- 

Whom  good  Caliila  bore,  nor  long  furviv*d 
To  fhare  a  mother's  joy,  but  left  the  babe 
To  his  paternal  care.     An  orphan  niece 

H  z  Near 
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Near  the  fame  time  his  dying  brother  fent. 
To  claim  his  kind  fupport.     The  helplefs  pair      60 
In  the  fame  cradle  flept,  nurs'd  up  with  care 
By  the  fame  tender  hand,  on  the  fame  breafts 
Alternate  hung  with  joy;  till  reafon  dawn'd. 
And  a  new  light  broke  out  by  flow  degrees : 
Then  on  the  floor  the  pretty  wantons  play'd,         65- 
Gladding  the  farmer's  heart  with  growing  hopes. 
And  pleafures  erfl  unfelt.     Whene'er  with  cares 
Opprefs'd,  when  wearied,  or  alone  he  doz'd. 
Their  harmlefs  prattle  footh'd  his  troubled  foul. 
Say,  Hobbinol,  what  extafies  of  joy  70 

ThriU'd  through  thy  veins  ^  when  climbing  for  a  kifs 
Vv'ith  little  palms  they  ftrok'd  thy  grizly  beard. 
Or  round  thy  wicker  whirl'd  their  rattling  cars  ? 
Thus  from  their  earliell:  days  bred  up,  and  train'd. 
To  mutual  fondnefs,  with  their  Itature  grew  75 

The  thriving  paflion.     What  love  can  decay 
That  roots  fo  deep  I  Now  ripening  manhood  curl'd 
On  the  gay  ftripling's  chin :  her  panting  breafts. 
And  trembling  blulhes  glowing  on  her  cheeks,. 
Her  fecret  wilh  betray'd.     She  at  each  mart  80 

All  eyes  attraded ;  but  her  faithful  fhade. 
Young  Hobbinol,  ne'er  wander'd  from  her  fide. 
A  frown  from  him  daih'd  every  rival's  hopes. 
For  he,  like  Peleus'  fon,  was  prone  to  rage. 
Inexorable,  fwift  like  him  of  foot  85 

With  eafe  could  overtake  his  daftard  foe> 
Nor  fpar'd  the  fuppliant  wretch.  And  now  approach'd 
Thofe  merry  days,  when  all  the  nymphs  and  fv,ains, 

la 
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In  folemn  fcftivals  and  rural  fports. 

Pay  their  glad  homage  to  the  blooming  fprlng.     90 

Young  Hobbinol  by  joint  confent  is  rais'd 

T'  imperial  dignity,  and  in  his  hand 

Bright  Ganderetta  tripp'd  the  jovial  queen 

Of  Maia's  gaudy  month  profufe  of  fiowers. 

From  each  enamel'd  mead  th'  attendant  nymphs  95 

Loaded  with  odorous  fpoils,  from  thefe  (^le^t 

Each  flower  of  gorgeous  dye,  and  garlands  weave 

Of  party-colour'd  fweets ;   each  bufy  hand 

Adorns  the  jocund  queen :  in  her  loofe  hair, 

Thax  to  the  winds  in  wanton  ringlets  plays,  100 

The  tufted  Cowflips  breathe  their  faint  perfumes. 

On  her  refulgent  brow,  as  cryllal  clear. 

As  Parian  marble  fmooth,  NarcifTus  hangs 

His  drooping  head,  and  viev/s  his  image  there, 

Unhappy  flower  !   Panfies  of  various  hue,  105 

Iris,  and  Hyacinth,  and  Afphodel, 

To  deck  the  nymph,  their  richeft  liveries  wear. 

And  lavifli  all  their  pride.     Not  Flora's  felf 

More  lovely  fmiles,  when  to  the  dawning  year 

Her  opening  bofom  heavenly  fragrance  breathes.   1 10 

See  on  yon  verdant  lawn,  the  gathering  crowd 
Thickens  amain;  the  buxom  nymphs  advance 
Uflier'd  by  jolly  clowns  :  diftindions  ceafe 
LoH  in  the  common  joy,  and  the  bold  Have 
Leans  on  his  wealthy  mailer,  unreprov'd:  115 

The  fick  no  pains  can  feel,  no  wants  the  poor. 
Round  his  fond  mother's  neck  the  fmiling  babe 
Exulting  clings ;  hard  by  decrepit  age, 

H  3  Prop'd 
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Prcp'd  on  his  ftait  with  anxious  thought  revolves 

His  pleafures  paft,  and  cafls  his  grave  remarks    120 

/iHiong  the  heedlefs  throng.   The  vigorous  youth 

Strips  for  the  combat,  hopeful  to  fubdue 

The  fair-one's  long  difdain,  by  valour  now 

Glad  to  convince  her  coy  erroneous  heart. 

And  prove  his  merit  equal  to  her  charms.  12^ 

Soft  pity  pleads  his  caufe ;  blufhing  (he  views 

Ills  brawny  limbs,  and  his  undaunted  eye. 

That  looks  a  proud  defiance  on  his  foes. 

Refolv-'d  and  obflinately  firm  he  Hands ; 

Danger  nor  death  he  fears,  v/hile  the  rich  prize  130 

Is  viftory  ?.nd  love.     On  the  large  boug-h 

Of  a  thick-fpreading  elm  Twangdillo  fits : 

One  leg  on  liter's  banks  the  hardy  fwain 

Left  undifmay'd,  Bellona's  lightning  fcorch'd 

His  manly  vifage,  but  in  pity  left  13^ 

One  eye  fecure.     He  many  a  painful  bruife 

Intrepid  felt,  and  many  a  gaping  wound. 

For  brown  Kate's  fake,  and  for  his  country's  weal : 

Yet  ftill  the  merry  bard  without  regret 

Eears  his  own  ills,  and  with  his  founding  fhell,    140 

And  comic  phyz,  relieves  his  drooping  friends. 

Hark,  from  aloft  his  tortur'd  cat-gut  fqueals. 

He  tickles  every  firing,  to  every  note 

He  bends  his  pliant  neck,  his  fingle  eye 

I'winkles  with  joy,  his  aftive  Hump  beats  time  :    145 

Let  but  this  fubtle  artifl  foftly  touch 

The  trembling  chords,  the  faint  expiring  fwain 

Trembles  no  lefs,  and  the  fond  yielding  maid 

Is 
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Is  tweedkd  into  love.     See  with  what  pomp 

The  gaudy  bands  advance  in  trim  array  !  150 

Love  beats  in  every  vein,  from  every  eye 

Darts  his  contagious  flames.    They  friflc,  they  bound 

Now  to  brife  airs,  and  to  the  fpeaking  firings  : 

Attentive,  in  mid-v/ay  the  fexes  meet ; 

Joyous  their  adverfe  fronts  they  clofe,  and  prefs    155 

To  ilridl  embrace,  as  refolut«  to  force 

And  ftorm  a  pafiage  to  each  other's  heart: 

Till  by  the  varying  notes  forevvarn'd  back  they 

Recoil  difparted  :  each  with  longing  eyes 

Purlaes  his  mate  retiring,  till  again  160 

The  blended  fexes  mix ;  then  hand  in  hand 

Fail  lock'd,  around  they  fly,  or  nimbly  wheel 

In  mazes  intricate.     The  jocund  troop, 

Plcas'd  with  their  grateful  toil,  incefl^ant  fliake 

Their  uncouth  brawny  limbs,  and  knock  their  heels 

Sonorous :  down  each  brow  the  tricklin?  balm 

In  torrents  flows,  exhaling  fweets  refrefli 

The  gazing  crowd,  and  heavenly  fragrance  fills 

The  circuit  wide.     So  danc'd  in  days  of  yore. 

When  Orpheus  play'd  a  leflbn  to  the  brutes,        170 

The  liflening  favages ;  the  fpeckled  pard 

Dandled  the  kid,  and  with  the  boundino:  roe 

The  lion  gambol'd.     But  what  heavenly  Mufe 

With  equal  lays  fliall  Ganderetta  fmg. 

When  goddefs-like  fhe  fkims  the  verdant  plain,   1 75 

Gracefully  gliding?     Every  ravifh'd  eye 

The  nymph  attracts,  and  every  heart  flie  wounds. 

The  moil,  tranfported  Hobbinol !  Lo,   now, 

H  4  Now 
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Now  to  thy  opening  arms  Ihe  fkuds  along, 

With  yielding  bluflies  glowing  on  her  cheeks  ;     1 80 

And  eyes  that  fweetly  languilh ;  but  too  foon. 

Too  foon,  alas !  flie  flies  thy  vain  embrace. 

But  flies  to  be  purfuedj  nimbly  flie  trips. 

And  darts  a  glance  fo  tender  as  flie  turns. 

That  with  new  hopes  reliev'd,  thy  joys  revive,     185 

Thy  ftature  's  rais'd,  and  thou  art  more  than  man. 

Thy  {lately  port,  and  more  majellic  air. 

And  every  fprightly  motion  fpeaks  thy  love. 

To  the  loud  bag-pipe's  folemn  voice  attend, 
Whofe  rifmg  winds  proclaim  a  florm  is  nigh.       190 
Harmonious  blafts  I   that  warm  the  frozen  blood 
Of  Caledonia's  fons  to  love  or  war. 
And  chear  their  drooping  hearts,  robb'd  of  the  fun*s 
Enlivening  ray,  that  o'er  the  fnov/y  Alps 
Reluftant  peeps,  and  fpeeds  to  better  climes.         195 

Forthwith  in  hoary  majefl:y  appears 
One  of  gigantic  fize,  but  vifage  wan, 
Milonides  the  flrong,  rcnown'd  of  old 
For  feats  of  arms,  but,  bending  now  with  years. 
His  trunk  unwieldy  from  the  verdant  turf  200 

He  rears  deliberate,  and  with  his  plant 
Of  tcugheH:  virgin  oak  in  riflng  aids 
His  trembling  limbs ;  his  bald  and  wrinkled  front, 
Entrench'd  with  many  a  glorious  fear,  befpeaks 
Submiflive  reverence.  He  with  countenance  grim  205 
Boafts  his  paft  deeds,  and  with  redoubled  ftrokes 
Marshals  the  crowd,  and  forms  the  circle  wide. 
Stern  arbiter  !  like  fome  huge  rock  he  flands. 

That 
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That  breaks  th'incumbent  waves ;  they  thronging  prefs 

In  troops  ccnfus'd,  and  rear  their  foaming  heads  210 

Each  above  each,  but  from  mperior  force 

Shrinking  icpell'd,  compofo  cf  ftatelieft  view 

A  liquid  theatre.    With  hands  uplift. 

And  voice  Stentorian,  he  proclaims  aloud 

Each  rural  prize.    "  To  him  whofe  adlive  foot      2 1 5 

*'  Foils  his  bold  foe,  and  rivecs  him  to  earth, 

**  This  pair  of  gloves,  by  curious  virgin  hands 

*'  Embroider'djfeam'd  with  filk,andfring'd  with  gold. 

"  To  him,  who  bell  the  ftubborn  hilts  can  wield, 

"  And  bloody  marks  of  his  difpleafure  leave       220 

*'  On  his  opponent's  head,  this  beaver  white 

**  With  filver  edging  grac'd,  and  fcarlet  plume. 

**  Ye  taper  maidens !   whofe  impetuous  fpeed 

**  Outflies  the  roe,  nor  bends  the  tender  grafs, 

"  See  here  this  prize,  this  rich lac'dfmock  behold,  225 

**  White  as  your  bofoms,  as  your  kiiTes  foft. 

**  Biefl  nymph!  whom  bounteous  Heaven's  peculiar 

*'  Allots  this  pompous  veil,  and  worthy  deems  [grace 

*'  To  win  a  virgin,  and  to  wear  a  bride." 

The  gifis  refulgent  dazzle  all  the  crowd,         230 
In  fpeechlefs  admiration  fix'd,  unmov'd. 
Ev'n  he  who  now  each  glorious  palm  difplays. 
In  fullen  filence  views  his  batter'd  limbs. 
And  fighs  his  vigour  fpent.    Not  fo  appall'd 
Young  Paftorel,  for  aftive  ftrength  renown'd:     235 
Him  Ida  bore,  a  mountain  fhepherdefs; 
On  the  bleak  woald  the  new-born  infant  lav. 
Expos 'd  to  winter  Ihows,  and  northern  blafts 

Severe, 
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Severe.    As  heroes  old,  who  from  great  Jove 
Derive  their  proud  defcent,  (b  might  he  boaft      240 
His  line  pnternal :  but  be  thou,  my  Mufe  ! 
No  leaky  blab,  nor  painful  umbrage  give 
To  wealthy  Tquire,  or  doughty  knight,  or  peer 
Of  high  degree.    Him  every  fhouting  ring 
In  triumph  crovv^n'd^him  every  champion  fear'd,  245 
From  *  Kiftfgate  to  remoteft  '  Henbury. 
High  in  the  midft  the  brawny  wreirler  ilands, 
A  ftately  towering  objedl;  the  tough  belt 
IVIeafures  his  ample  breall,  and  {hades  around 
His  Ihoulders  broad ;  proudlv  fecure  he  kens       250 
The  tempting  prize,  in  his  prefumptuous  thought 
Already  gain'd;  with  partial  look  the  crowd 
Approve  his  claim.    But  Hobbinol,  enrag'd 
To  fee  th'  important  gifts  fo  cheaply  won. 
And  uncontefted  honours  tamely  lofi,  255 

With  lowly  reverence  thus  accoils  his  queen. 
Fair  goddefs !  be  propitious  to  my  vows; 
Smile  on  thy  fiave,  nor  Hercules  himfelf 
*'  Shall  rob  us  of  this  palm:  that  boaller  vain 
"  Far  other  port  fhall  learn."    She,  with  a  look    260 
That  pierc'd  his  inmoil  foul,  fmiling  applauds 
His  generous  ardour,  with  afpiring  hope 
Diftends  his  breaft,  and  llirs  the  man  within: 
Yet  m.uch,  alas !   fhe  fears,  for  much  ihe  loves. 
So  from  her  arms  the  Paphian  queen  difmifs'd    265 
The  \'i'arrior  god,  on  glorious  {laughter  bent. 

Provoked 

*  Two  hundreds  in  Glocefter{hire. 
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Prcvok'd  his  rage,  and  with  h-er  eyes  inflam'd 

Her  haughty  paramour.    Swift  as  the  winds 

Difpel  the  fleeting  mills,  at  once  he  flrips 

Kis  royal  robes ;  and  with  a  frown  that  chill'd    270 

The  blood  of  the  proud  youth,  aftii'e  he  bounds 

High  o'er  the  heads  of  multitudes  reclin'd : 

But,  as  befeem'd  one,  whofe  plain  honeft  heart. 

Nor  paffion  foul,  nor  malice  dark  as  Hell, 

But  honour  pure,  and  love  divine,  had  £r'd,       275 

His  hand  prefenting,  on  his  (lurdy  foe 

Difdainfully  he  fmiies ;  then,  quick  as  thought. 

With  his  left-hand  the  belt,  and  with  his  right 

His  fnoulder  feiz'd  fail  griping;  his  right-foot 

EfTay'dthe  champion's  Hrength :  but  firm  he  flood,  280 

Fix'd  as  a  mountain-afh,  and  in  his  turn 

Repaid  the  bold  affront ;  his  horny  fill 

Fall  on  his  back  he  clos'd,  and  fhook  in  air 

The  cumberous  load.    Nor  reft,  nor  paufe  allow'd. 

Their  watchful  eyes  inllrucl  their  bufy  feet;        2S5 

Theypantjtheyheave;  each  nerve, eachfmew'sflrain'd, 

Grafping  they  clofe,  beneath  each  painful  gripe 

The  livid  tumours  rife,  in  briny  ftreams 

The  fweat  dillils,  and  from  their  batter'd  fhins 

The  clotted  gore  dillains  the  beaten  ground.       290 

Each  fwain  his  wilh,  each  trembling  nymph  conceals 

Her  fecret  dread ;  while  every  panting  breaft 

Alternate  fears  and  hopes  deprefs  or  raife. 

Thus  long  in  dubious  fcale  the  contell  hung. 

Till  Pallorel,  impatient  of  delay,  295 

Collecting  all  his  force,  a  furious  flroke 

At 
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At  his  left  ancle  aim'd ;   'twas  death  to  fall, 

To  ftand  impofTible.    O  Ganderetta  1 

What  horrors  feize  thy  foul !   on  thy  pale  cheeks 

The  rofes  fade.    But  wavering  long  in  air,  300 

Nor  firm  on  foot,  nor  as  yet  wholly  fallen. 

On  his  right  knee  he  flip'd,  and  nimbly  'fcap'd 

The  foul  difgrace.    Thus  on  the  flacken'd  rope 

The  wingy-footed  artift,  frail  fupport ! 

Stands  tottering ;  now  in  dreadful  fhrieks  the  crowd 

Lament  his  fudden  fate,  and  yield  him  loft: 

He  on  his  hams,  or  on  his  brawny  rump. 

Sliding  fecure,  derides  their  vain  diftrefs. 

Up  ftarts  the  vigorous  Hobbinol  undifmay'd. 

From  mother  Earth  like  old  Antaeus  rais'd  310 

With  might  redoubled.    Clamour  and  applaufe 

Shake  all  the  neighbouring  hills,  Avona's  banks 

Return  him  loud  acclaim:  with  ardent  eyes. 

Fierce  as  a  tiger  rulhing  from  his  lair. 

He  grafp'd  the  wrift  of  his  infulting  foe.  315 

Then  with  quick  wheel  oblique  his  fhoulder  point 

Beneath  his  breaft  he  fix'd,  and  whirl'd  aloft 

High  o'er  his  head  the  fprawling  youth  he  flung : 

The  hollow  ground  rebellow'd  as  he  fell. 

The  crowd  prefs  forward  with  tumultuous  din  ;    320 

Thofe  to  relieve  their  faint  expiring  friend. 

With  gratulations  thefe.  Hands,  tongues,  and  caps. 

Outrageous  joy  proclaim,  fhrill  fiddles  fqueak, 

Hoarfe  bag-pipes  roar,  and  Ganderetta  fmiles. 

CANTO 
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CANTO         II. 


THE      ARGUMENT. 

Tlie  fray.  Tonforio,  Colin,  Hilderbrand,  Cuddy, 
Cindaraxa,  Talgol,  Avaro,  Cubbin,  Collakin, 
Mundungo.  Sir  Rhadamanth  the  juftice,  attended 
with  his  guards,  comes  to  quell  the  fray.  Rhada- 
manth's  fpeech.  Tumult  appeas'd.  Gorgonius  the 
butcher  takes  up  the  hilts ;  his  character.  The 
Kiftfgatians  confternation,  look  willfully  on  Hob- 
binol ;  his  fpeech.  The  cudgel-playing.  Gorgo- 
nius knocked  down,  falls  upon  Tvvangdillo;  his 
diilrefs ;  his  lamentation  over  his  broken  fiddle. 

T     O  N  G  while  an  univerfal  hubbub  loud^ 

Deafening  each  ear  Jiad  drown'd  each  accent  mild; 
Till  biting  taunts  and  harlh  opprobrious  words 
Vile  utterance  found.  How  weak  are  human  minds  I 
How  impotent  to  ftem  the  fwelling  tide,  5 

And  without  infolence  enjoy  fuccefs  ! 
The  vale-inh-abitants,  proud,  and  elate 
With  victory,  know  no  reftraint,  but  give 
A  Icofe  to  joy.     Their  champion  Hobbinol 
Vaunting  they  raife,  above  that  earth-born  race    10 
Of  giants  old,  who,  piling  hills  on  hills, 
Pelion  on  OiTa,  with  rebellious  aim 
Made  war  on  Jove.     The  fturdy  mountaineers. 

Who 
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Who  faw  their  mightieft  falPn,  and  in  his  fall 

Their  honours  paft  impair'd,  their  trophies,  won   ir 

By  their  proud  fathers,  who  with  fcorn  look'd  down 

Upon  the  fubje(3:  vale,  fullied,  defpoil'd. 

And  level'd  with  tlie  duft,  no  longer  bear 

The  keen  reproach.     But  as  when  fudden  fire 

Seizes  the  ripen 'd  grain,  whofe  bending  ears         20 

Invite  the  reaper's  hand,  the  furious  god 

In  footy  triumph  dreadful  rides,  upborn 

On  wings  of  wind,  that  with  deftrudive  breath 

Feed  the  fierce  flames ;  from  ridge  to  ridge  he  bounds 

Wide-wafting,  and  pernicious  ruin  fpreads  :  25 

So  through  the  crowd  from  breaft  to  breaft  fwift  flew 

The  propagated  rage  ;  loud  vollied  oaths. 

Like  thunder  burfting  from  a  cloud,  gave  figns 

Of  wrath  awak*d.     Prompt  fury  foon  fupplied 

With  arms  uncouth;  and  tough  well-feafon'd  plants  30 

Weighty  with  lead  infus'd,  on  either  hofl 

Fall  thick,  and  heavy  ;  ftools  in  pieces  rent, 

-And  chairs,  and  forms,  and batter'd  bowls,  arehurl'd 

"With  fell  intent ;  like  bombs  the  bottles  iiy  | 

KiiTmg  in  air,  their  fharp-edg'd  fragm.ents  drench'd  3  5 

In  the  warm  fpcuting  gore ;  heaps  driven  on  heaps  l| 

Promifcuous  lie.     Tonforio  now  advanc'd 

On  the  rough  edge  of  battle :  his  broad  front 

Beneath  his  fhining  helm  fecure,  as  erft 

Was  thine,  Mambrino,  ftout  Iberian  knight  I        40 

Defied  the  rattling  ftorm,  that  on  his  head 

Fell  innocent.      A  table's  ragged  frame 

In  his  rio-ht-hand  he  bore,  Herculean  club  ! 

Crowds, 
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Crowds,  pufh'd  on  crowds,  before  his  potent  arm, 

fled  ignominious ;  havock,  and  difmay,  4^ 

Hung  on  their  rear.     Collin  a  merry  fwain. 

Blithe  as  the  foaring  lark,  as  fweet  the  ftrains 

Of  his  foft  warbling  lips,  that  whiftling  chear 

His  labouring  team,  they  tofs  their  heads  well  pleas'd. 

In  gaudy  plumage  deck'd,  with  fiern  difdain         50 

Beheld  this  vi^or  proud ;  his  generous  foal 

Brook'd  not  the  foul  difgrace.  High  o'er  his  head 

His  ponderous  plough-ftaff  in  both  hands  he  rais'd  ; 

Eredl  he  Hood,  and  ftretching  every  nerve. 

As  from  a  forceful  engine,  down  it  fell  c;^ 

Upon  his  hollow'd  helm,  that  yielding  funk 

Beneath  the  blow,  and  with  its  iharpen'd  edge 

Sheared  both  his  ears,  they  on  his  fhoulders  broad 

Hung  ragged.  Quick  as  thought,  the  vigorous  youth 

Shortening  his  ftaff,  the  other  end  he  darts  60 

Into  his  gaping  jaws.     Tonforio  fied 

Sore  m?im'd ;  with  pcunded  teeth  and  clotted  gore 

Half-chccik'd,  he  fled ;  with  him  the  hoft  retir'd. 

Companions  of  his  fhame ;  all  but  the  ftout, 

And  erft  unconquer'd  Hildebrand,  brave  man  !     6^ 

Bold  champion  of  the  hills !   thy  weighty  blows 

Our  fathers  felt  difmay'd ;  to  keep  thy  poll 

Unmov'd,  whilcm  thy  valour's  choice,  now  fad 

NecelHty  compels ;  decrepit  now 

With  age,  and  ftifr  with  honourable  wounds,         70 

He  ftands  unterrify'd:  one  crutch  fuftains 

His  frame  majeftic,  th'  other  in  his  hand 

He  wields  tremendous ;  like  a  mountain  bear 

In 
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In  tolls  inclosd,  he  dares  his  circling  foes. 

They  fhrink  aloof,  or  foon  with  Ihame  repent        75 

The  rafh  afTault ;  the  ruilic  heroes  fall 

In  heaps  around.     Cuddy,  a  dextrous  youth. 

When  force  was  vain,  on  fraudful  art  rely'd : 

Clofe  to  the  ground  low-cowering,  unperceiv'd. 

Cautious  he  crept,  and  with  his  crooked  bill  80 

Cut  (heer  the  frail  fupport,  prop  of  his  age  : 

Reeling  a  while  he  flood,  and  menac'd  fierce 

Th'  infidious  fwain,  relu£lant  now  at  length 

Fell  prone,  and  plough'd  the  dull.  So  the  tall  oak. 

Old  monarch  of  the  groves,  that  long  had  ftood       85 

The  (hock  of  warring  winds  and  the  red  bolts 

Of  angry  Jove,  (horn  of  his  leafy  ihade 

At  laft,  and  inwardly  decay'd,  if  chance 

The  cruel  woodman  fpy  the  friendly  fpur. 

His  only  hold;  that  fever'd,  foon  he  nods,  90 

And  fhakes  th'  incumber'd  mountain  as  he  falls ^ 

When  manly  valour  fail'd,  a  female  arm 
Pveftor'd  the  fight.     As  in  th'  adjacent  booth 
Black  Cindaraxa's  bufy  hand  pre  par 'd 
The  fmoaky  viands,  fhe  beheld,  abafh'd,  95 

The  routed  hoil,  and  all  her  daliard  friends^ 
Far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain ;  their  fhameful  flight 
Griev'd  her  proud  heart,  for  hurried  with  the  rtream 
Ev'n  Talgol  too  had  fled,  her  darling  boy. 
A  flaming  brand  from  off  the  glowing  hearth       100 
The  greafy  heroine  fnatch'd;  o'er  her  pale  foes 
The  threatening  meteor  (hone,  brandiili'd  in  air. 
Or  round  their  heads  in  ruddy  circles  play'd, 

Acrofs 
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Acrofs  the  profrrate  Hildebrand  fhe  llrode, 
Dreadfully  bright:  the  muldtude  appall'd  105 

Fled  different  ways,  their  beards,  their  hair  in  flames. 
Imprudent  ihe  purfued,  till  on  the  brink 
Of  the  next  pool,  with  force  united  prefs'd. 
And  waving  round  with  huge  two-handed  fway 
Her  blazing  arms,  into  the  muddy  lake  no 

The  bold  virago  fell.    Dire  was  the  fray 
Between  the  warring  elements;  of  old 
Thus  Mulciber,  and  Xanthus  Dardan  Hream 
In  hideous  battle  join'd.    Jull  fmking  now 
Into  the  boiling  deep,  with  fuppliant  hands  n- 

She  beeo-'d  for  life :  "black  oufe  and  filth  obfcene 
Hung  in  her  matted  hair;  the  fhouting  crowd 
Infult  her  woes,  and,  proud  of  their  faccefs. 
The  dripping  i\mazon  in  triumph  lead. 
Now,  like  a  gathering  ftorm,  the  raliy'd  troops  120 
Blacken'd  the  plain.    Young  Talgol  from  their  front. 
With  a  fond  lover's  hafte,  i^.vift  as  the  hind, 
That,  by  the  huntfman's  voice  alarm'd,  had  fied. 
Panting  returns,  and  feeks  the  gloomy  brake. 
Where  her  dear  fawn  lay  h'd,  into  the  booth       125 
Impatient  ruih'd.     But  when  the  fatal  tale 
He  heard,  the  dearell  treafure  of  his  foul 
Purloin'd,  his  Cindy  loft ;  ftiffen'd  and  pale 
A  while  he  flood;  his  kindling  ire  at  length 
Buril  forth  implacable,  and  iojur'd  love  130 

Shot  lightning  from  his  eyes;  a  fpit  he  feiz'd, 
juft  reeking  from  the  fat  furloin,  a  long. 
Unwieldy  fpear;  then  with  impetuous  r.ige 

Vol.  XL.  I  Pref.'d 
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Prefs'd  forward  on  th'  embattled  hoft,  that  ihrunk 
At  his  approach.    The  rich  Avaro  firft,  135 

His  flefhy  rump  bor'd  with  diflioneft  wounds, 
Fled  bellowing :  nor  could  his  numerous  flocks. 
Nor  all  th'  afpiring  pyramids  that  grace 
His  yard  well-ftor'd,  fave  the  penurious  clown. 
Here  Cub  bin  fell,  and  there  young  Collakin,      140 
Nor  his  fond  mother's  prayers  nor  ardent  vows 
Of  love-fick  maids  could  move  relentlefs  Fate. 
Where'er  he  rag'd,  with  his  far-beaming  lance 
He  thinn'd  their  ranks,  and  afi  their  battle  fwerv'd 
Wich  many  an  inroad  goar'd.    Then  call  around  i  ^1.5 
His  furious  eyes,  if  haply  he  might  find 
The  captive  fair ;  her  in  the  dull  he  fpy'd 
Groveling,  difconfolate ;  thofe  locks,  that  eril. 
So  bright,  fhone  like  the  polifh'd  jet,  defil'd 
With  mire  impure ;  thither  with  eager  haile         1^0 
He  ran,  he  flew.    Eut  when  the  wretched  maid 
Profl:rate  he  view'd,  deform'd  with  gaping  wounds 
And  weltering  in  her  blood,  his  trembling  hand 
Soon  dropp'd  the  dreaded  lance  ;  on  her  pale  cheeks 
Ghallly  he  gaz'd,  nor  felt  the  pealing  llorm,       155 
That  on  his  bare  defencelefs  brow  fell  thick 
From  every  arm :  o'erpower'd  at  lail,  down  funk 
His  drooping  head,  on  her  cold  breall  reclin'd. 
Hail,  faithful  pair  !   if  ought  my  verfe  avail. 
Nor  Envy's  fpite  nor  Time  fliall  e'er  efface  160 

The  records  of  your  fame ;  blind  Britifli  bards 
Jn  ages  yet  to  come,  on  fellal  days 
Shall  chant  this  mournful  tale,  while  liilening  nymphs 

Lament 
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Lament  around,  and  every  generous  heart 
With  active  valour  glows,  and  virtuous  love.       165 
How  blind  is  popular  furv !  how  perverfe. 
When  broils  inteftine  rage,  and  force  controuls 
Reafon  and  law  I     As  the  torn  veflel  fmks. 
Between  the  burft  of  adverfe  waves  o'ervvhelm'd  ; 
So  fares  it  with  the  neutral  head,  between  170 

Contending  parties  bruis'd,  incelTant  peal'd 
With  random  ftrokes  that  undifcerning  fall; 
Guiltlefs  he  fijfrers  moll,  u'ho  Icaft  offends. 
Mundungo  from  the  bloody  field  retir'd, 
Clofe  in  a  corner  plied  the  peaceful  bowl;  175 

Incurious  he,  and  thoughtlefs  of  events. 
Now  deem'd  himfelf  conceal'd,  wrapt  in  the  cloud 
That  ifTued  from  his  mouth,  and  the  thick  fogs 
That  hung  upon  his  brows ;  but  hoilile  rage 
Inquifitive  found  out  the  rufty  fwain.  180 

Kii  iliort  black  tube  down  his  furr'd  throat  impell'd. 
Staggering  he  reel'd,  and  with  tenacious  gripe 
The  bulky  Jordan,  that  before  him  flood, 
Seiz'd  falling;  that  its  liquid  freight  difgorg'd 
Upon  the  proftrate  clown;  floundering  he  lay      185 
Beneath  the  muddy  beverage  whelm'd,  fo  late 
His  prime  delight.    Thus  the  luxurious  wafp. 
Voracious  infedl,  by  the  fragrant  dregs 
AUur'd,  and  in  the  vifcous  neftar  plung'd. 
His  filmy  pennons  llruggling  flaps  in  vain,  19-3 

Loft  in  a  flood  of  fweets.    Still  o'er  the  plain 
Fierce  onfet,  and  tumultuous  battle  foread ; 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rife,  inceni'd 

I  2  '  Wit^i 
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With  animated  rage,  while  nought  around 

Is  heard,  but  clamour,  fhout,  and  female  cries,     195 

And  curfes  mix'd  with  groans.    Difcord  on  high 

Shook  her  infernal  feourge,  and  o'er  their  heads 

Scream'd  with  malignant  joy  ;  when  lo  !  between 

The  warring  hofts  appear'd  fage  Rhadamanth, 

A  knight  of  high  renown.    Nor  Quixote  bold,     2CO 

Nor  Amadis  of  Gaul,  nor  Hudibras, 

Mirror  of  knighthood,  e'er  could  vie  with  thee. 

Great  fultan  of  the  vale  !   thy  front  fevere. 

As  humble  Indians  to  their  pagods  bow. 

The  clowns  fubmifs  approach.    Themis  to  thee    205 

Commits  her  golden  balance,  where  Ihe  weighs 

Th'  abandon'd  orphan's  fighs,  the  widow's  tears  ; 

By  thee  gives  fure  redrefs,  comforts  the  heart 

Opprefs'd  with  woe,  and  rears  the  fuppliant  knee. 

Each  bold  offender  hides  his  guilty  head,  210 

Aftoniih'd,  when  thy  delegated  arm 

Draws  her  vindidive  fword;   at  thy  command. 

Stern  minifter  of  power  fupreme  !   each  ward 

Sends  forth  her  brawny  myrmidons,  their  clubs 

Blazon'd  with  royal  arms ;  difpatchful  hafle         215 

Sits  earneft  on  each  brow,  and  publick  care. 

Encompafs'd  round  with  thefe  his  dreadful  guards. 

He  fpurr'd  his  fober  deed,  grizzled  with  age. 

And  venerably  dull ;  his  iHrrups  ftretch'd 

•Beneath  the  knightly  load;  one  hand  he  fix'd      220 

Upon  his  faddle-bow,  the  other  palm 

Before  him  fpread,  like  fome  grave  orator 

In  Athens,  or  free  Rome,  when  eloquence 

Subdued 
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Subdued  mankind,  and  all  the  lifiening  crowd 
Hung  by  their  ears  on  his  perfuafive  tongue.       22; 
He  thus  the  jarring  multitude  addrefs'd. 

* '  Neighbours ,  and  friends , and  countrymen , the  flower 
*'  Of  Kiftfgate  !  ah !  what  means  this  impious  broil  ? 
**  Is  then  the  haughty  Gaul  no  more  your  care? 
**  Are  Landen's  plains  fo  foon  forgot,  that  thus  230 
**  Ye  fpill  that  blood  inglorious,  wafie  that  ftrength^ 
"  Which,  well  employ 'd,  once  more  might  have  com- 
**  The  flripling  Anjou  to  a  fhameful  flight?      [pell'd 
**  Or  by  your  great  forefathers  taught,  have  fix'd 
**  The  Britifli  llandard  on  Lutetian  towers?         235 
*'  O  fight  odious,  deteftable  !    O  times 
*'  Degenerate,   of  ancient  honour  void  ! 
"  This  faifl  fo  foul,  fo  riotous,  infults 
*'  All  law,  all  fovereign  pov/er,  and  calls  aloud 
"  For  vengeance ;  but,  my  friends  I  too  well  ye  knov/, 
'^  How  flow  this  arm.  to  punifli,  and  how  bleeds 
**  This  heart,  when  forc'd  on  rigorous  extremes. 
'•'  O  countrymen !    all,  all,  can  tefl:ify 
"  My  vigilance,  my  care  for  publiek  good. 
*'  I  am  the  m.an,  v/ho  by  your  own  free  choice  245 
**  Selecl  from  all  the  tribes,  in  fenates  rul'd 
*'  Each  warm  debate,  and  emptied  all  my  fl:ores 
**  Of  ancient  fcience  in  m.y  country's  caufe. 
*'  Wife  Tacitus,  of  penetration  deep, 
**  Each  fecret  fpring  reveal'd;   Thuanus  bold      250 
*'  Breath'd  libertyj  and  all  the  mighty  dead, 
**  Rais'd  at  my  call,  the  Britifli  rights  confirm'd; 
**  WhileMufgrave,How,andSeymourfneer'dinvain. 

A3  **  I  am 
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"  I  am  the  man,  who  from  the  bench  exalt 

**  This  voice,  ftill  grateful  to  your  ears,  this  voice  255 

**  Wliich  breathes  for  you  alone.  Where  is  the  wretch 

**  Diftrefs'd,  who  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  law 

**  Entangled,  and  in  fubtle  problems  loft, 

*•  Seeks  rot  to  me  for  aid !    In  fnoals  they  come 

*'  Neglefted,  feelefs  clients,  nor  return  260 

*'  Unedify'd ;  fcarce  greater  multitudes 

*'  At  Delphi  fought  the  god,  to  learn  their  fate 

**  From  liis  dark  oracles.    I  am  the  man, 

**  Whofe  watchful  providence  beyond  the  date 

"  Of  this  frail  life  extends,  to  future  times         265 

**  Beneficent;  my  ufeful  fchemes  fhall  fteer 

*'  The  common-weal  in  ages  yet  to  come. 

'*  Your  children's  children,  taught  by  me,  fhall  keep 

*'  Their  rights  inviolable :  and  as  Rome 

**  The  Sibyl's  facred  books,  tho'  wrote  on  leaves  270 

"  And  fcatter'd  e'er  the  ground,  with  pious  awe 

**  Colle<ftedj  fo  your  fons  fhall  glean  with  care 

**  My  hallow'd  fragments,  every  fcrip  divine 

**  Confult  intent,  of  more  intrinfic  worth 

**  Than  half  a  Vatican.    Hear  me,  my  friends  1  275 

**  Hear  me,  my  countrymen  !    Oh  fuiter  not 

'*  This  hoary  head,  employ'd  for  you  alone, 

**  To  fmk  with  forrow  to  the  grave."    He  fpake. 

And  veU'd  his  bonnet  to  the  crowd.     As  when 

The  fovereign  of  the  floods  o'er  the  rough  deep  280 

His  awful  trident 'fhakes,  its  fury  falls. 

The  warring  billows  on  each  hand  retire. 

And  foam,  and  rage  no  more.    All  now  is  hufh'd. 

The 
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The  multitude  appeas'd  ;  a  chearful  dawn 

Smiles  en  the  fields,  the  waving  throng  fubfides,  285 

And  the  Icud  tempeft  fmks,  becalm'd  in  peace. 

Gorgonius  now  with  haughty  ilrides  advanc'd^ 
A  gauntlet  feiz'd,  firm  en  his  guard  he  flood 
A  formidable  foe,  and  dealt  in  air 
His  empty  blows,  a  prelude  to  the  fight.  290 

Slaughter  his  trade ;   full  many  a  pamper'd  ox 
Fell  by  his  fatal  hand,  the  bulky  beafl 
Dragg'd  by  his  horns,  oft  at  one  deadly  blow. 
His  iron  fift  defcending  crufh'd  his  Ikull, 
And  left  him  fpurning  on  the  bloody  floor,  295 

While  at  his  feet  the  guiltlefs  axe  w-as  laid. 
In  dubious  fight  of  late  one  eye  he  loft, 
Bor'd  from  its  orb,  and  the  next  glancing  ftrcke 
Bruis'd  fore  the  rifmg  arch,  and  bent  his  nofe: 
Nathlefs  he  triumph'd  on  the  well-fought  ftage,  500 
Hockleian  hero  !    Nor  was  more  deform'd 
The  Cyclops  blind,  nor  of  more  monftrous  fize. 
Nor  his  void  orb  more  dreadful  to  behold. 
Weeping  the  putrid  gore,  fevere  revenge 
Of  fubtle  Ithacus.    Terribly  gay  305 

In  his  buft  doublet,  larded  o'er  with  fat 
Of  ilaughter'd  brutes,  the  well-cil'd  champion  flione. 
Sternly  he  gaz'd  around,  with  many  a  frown 
Fierce  menacing,  provok'd  the  tardy  foe. 
For  now  each  combatant,  that  erft  fo  bold  310 

Vaunted  his  manly  deeds,  in  Denfive  mood 
Hung  down  his  head,  and  fix'd  on  earth  his  eyes. 
Pale  and  difinayM.    On  Hobbinol  at  lafl 

I  4  Intent 


J 10         S  O  M  E  R  V  I  L  E  '  S      POEMS. 

Intent  they  gaze,  in  him  alone  their  hope, 

Each  eye  folicits  him,  each  panting  heart  3 1 5 

Joins  in  the  filent  fait.    Soon  he  perceiv'd 

Their  fecret  wifh,  and  eas'd  their  doubting  minds. 

**  Ye  men  of  Kiftfgate  !  whofe  wide  fpreading  fame 
•'  In  ancient  days  were  fung  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
*'  To  Britifh  bards  of  old  a  copious  theme;  320 

"  Too  well,  alas !  in  your  pale  cheeks  I  view 
**  Your  daftard  fouls.    O  mean,  degenerate  race ! 
**  But  fmce  on  me  ye  call,  each  fuppliant  eye 
"  Invites  my  fovereign  aid,  lo!  here  I  come, 
*^  The  bulwark  ofyour  fame,  tho'fcarce  my  brows  325 
"  Are  dry  from  glorious  toils,  jufl  nov/  atchiev'd, 
**  To  vindicate  your  worth.    Lo !  here  I  fwear, 
*'  By  all  my  great  forefathers  fair  renown, 
*'  By  that  illuririous  wicker,  where  they  fat 
**  In  comely  pride,  and  in  triumphant  floth         330 
*'  Gave  law  to  paifive  clowns ;  or  on  this  fpot 
**  In  glory's  prime,  young  Hobbinol  expires, 
**  And  from  his  deareil  Ganderetta's  arms 
"  Sinks  to  Death's  cold  embrace  ;  or  by  this  hand 
*'  That  llranger,  big  with  infolence,  fhall  fall     335 
*'  Prone  on  the  ground,  and  do  your  honour  right." 

Forthwith  the  hilts  he  feiz'd;  but  on  his  arm 
Fond  Ganderetta  hung,  and  round  his  neck 
Curl'd  in  a  foft  embrace.    Honour  and  love 
A  doubtful  contell  wag'd,  but  from  her  foon       340 
He  fprung  relentlefs,  all  her  tears  were  vain. 
Yet  oft  he  turn'd,  oft  figh'd,  thus  pleafmg  mild: 

*'  111  Ihould  I  merit  thefe  imuerial  robes, 

**  Enfigns 
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'*  Enfigns  of  majelly,  by  general  voice 
"  Conferr'd,  fhould  pain,  or  death  itfelf,  avail    34^ 
'*  To  fhake  the  fteady  purpofe  of  my  foul.        [man, 
'^  Peace,  fair-one  !    peace  !    Heaven  will  proted  the 
**  By  thee  held  dear,  and  crown  thy  generous  love." 

Her  from  the  lifted  field  the  matrons  fage 
Reludlant  drew,  and  with  fair  fpeeches  footh'd.   350 

Now  front  to  front  the  fearlefs  champions  meet; 
Gorgonius,  like  a  tower,  whofe  cloudy  top 
Invades  the  fkies,  flood  lowering ;  far  beneath 
The  ftrippling  Hobbinol  with  careful  eye 
Each  opening  fcans,  and  each  unguarded  fpace  35  j 
Meafures  intent.     While,  negligently  bold. 
The  bulky  combatant,  whofe  heart  elate 
Difdain'd  his  puny  foe,  now  fondly  deem'd 
At  one  deciiive  ftroke  to  win,  unhurt. 
An  eafy  vidlory  ;  down  came  at  once  360 

The  ponderous  plant,  with  fell  malicious  rage, 
Aim'd  at  his  head  dired  ;  but  the  tough  hilts. 
Swift  interpos'd,  elude  his  eifort  vain. 
The  cautious  Hobbinol,  with  ready  feet. 
Now  fliifcs  his  ground,  retre^ttlng;  then  again     365 
Advances  bold,  and  his  unguarded  fhins 
Betters  fecure:  each  well-dire£led  blow 
Bites  to  the  quick ;  thick  as  the  falling  hail. 
The  ftrokes  redoubled  peal  his  hollow  fides  : 
The  multitude- amaz'd  with  horror  view  3-0 

7'he  rattling  liorm,  fhrink  back  at  every  blow. 
And  feem  to  feel  his  wounds  ;  inly  he  groan'd, 
And  gnalh'd  his  teeth,  and  from  his  blood-fhot  eye 

Red 
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Red  lightning  flaih'd ;  the  fierce  tumultuous  rage 

Shook  all  his  mighty  fab  rick  ;  once  again  375 

Ereft  he  Hands,  colleded,  and  refolv'd 

To  conquer,  or  to  die  :  fwift  as  the  bolt 

Of  angry  Jove,  the  weighty  plant  defcends* 

But  wary  Hobbinol,  whofe  watchful  eye 

Percei\''d  his  kind  intent,  flip'd  on  one  fide         380 

Declining ;  the  vain  ilroke  from  fuch  an  height. 

With  fuch  a  force  impell'd,  headlong  drew  down 

Th'  unwieldy  champion :  on  the  folid  ground 

He  fell  rebounding  breathlefs,  and  aftunn'd. 

His  trunk  extended  lay  ;  fore  m.aim'd  from  out    385 

His  heaving  bread,  he  belch'd  a  crimfon  flood. 

Full  leifurelv  he  rofe,  but  confcious  fhame 

Of  honour  loft  his  failing  ftrength  renew'd. 

Rage,  and  revenge,  and  ever-during  hate, 

Blacken'd  his  ftormy  front ;  rafh,  furious,  blind,  390 

And  lavifh  of  his  blood,  of  random  ftrokes 

He  laid  on  load ;  v.ithout  defign  or  art 

Onward  he  prefs'd  outrageous,  while  his  foe 

Encircling  wheels,  or  inch  by  inch  retires. 

Wife  niggard  of  his  ftrength.  Yet  all  thy  care,    395 

O  Hobbinol !   avail'd  not  to  prevent 

One  haplefs  blow;  o'er  his  ftrong  guard  the  plant 

Lapp'd  pliant,  and  its  knotty  point  imprefs'd 

His  nervous  chine ;  he  wreath'd  him  to  and  fro 

Convolv'd,  yet,  thus  diftrefs'd,  intrepid  bore      4C0 

His  hilts  aloft,  and  guarded  well  his  head. 

So  when  th'  unwary  clown,  with  hafty  ftep, 

Cruflies  the  folded  fnake,  her  wounded  parts 

Groveling 
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Groveling  fhe  trails  along,  but  her  high  crell 
Ered  fhe  bears ;  in  all  its  fpecklcd  pride,  405 

She  Iwells  inflam'd,   and  with  her  forky  tongue 
Threatens  dertruftion.     With  like  eager  haile, 
7'h*  impatient  Hobbinol,  whom  exceilive  pain 
Stung  to  his  heart,  a  fpeedy  vengeance  vow'd. 
Nor  wanted  long  the  means;  a  feint  he  made      410 
With  well-diflembled  guile,  his  batter'd  ihins 
Mark'd  with  his  eyes,  and  menac'd  with  his  plant. 
Gorgonius,  whofe  long-fuilering  legs  fcarce  bore 
His  cumbrous  bulk,  to  his  fupporters  frail 
Indulgent,  foon  the  friendly  hilts  oppos'd;  415 

Betray'd,  deceiv'd  on  his  unguarded  creil 
The  ftroke  delufive  fell ;  a  difmal  groan 
Burll:  from  his  hollow  cheft;  his  trembling  hands 
Forfook  the  hilts,  acrofs  the  fpacious  ring 
Backward  he  reel'd,  the  crowd  affrighted  fly       420 
T'  efcapc  the  falling  ruin.     But,  alas ! 
*Twas  thy  hard  fate,  Twangdilio  !  to  receive 
His  ponderous  trunk ;  on  thee,  on  helplefs  thee. 
Headlong  and  heavy,  the  foul  monller  fell. 
Beneath  a  mountain's  weight,  th'  unhappy  bard  425 
-Lay  prollrate,  nor  was  more  renown'd  thy  fong, 
O  feer  of  Thrace  1  nor  more  fevere  thy  fate. 
His  vocal  fhell,  the  folace  and  fupport 
Of  wretched  age,  gave  one  melodious  fcream. 
And  in  a  thoufand  fragments  ftrew'd  the  plain.    430 
The  nymphs,  fure  friends  to  his  harmonious  mirth. 
Fly  to  his  aid,  his  hairy  bread  expofe 
To  each  refi-clhing  gale,  and  with  foft  hands 

His 
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His  temples  chafe  ;  at  their  perfuafive  touch 
His  fleeting  foul  returns;   upon  his  rump  435 

He  fat  difconfolate  ;  but  when,  alas  ! 
He  view'd  the  fliatter'd  fragments,   down  again 
He  funk  expiring ;  by  their  friendly  care 
Once  more  reviv'd,  he  thrice  aflay'd  to  fpeak. 
And  thrice  the  rifmg  fobs  his  voice  fubdu'd :        440 
Till  thus  at  laft  his  wretched  plight  he  mourn'd. 
**  Sweet  inftrument  of  mirth  !   fole  comfort  left 
To  my  declining  years !  whofe  fprightly  notes 
Reftor'd  my  vigour,  and  renew'd  my  bloom. 
Soft  healing  balm  to  every  wounded  heart !      445 
Defpairing,  dying  fwains,  from  the  cold  ground 
Uprais'd  by  thee,  at  thy  melodious  call,  • 
With  ravifh'd  ears  receiv'd  the  flowing  joy. 
Gay  pleafantry,  and  care-beguiling  joke. 
Thy  fure  attendants  were,  and  at  thy  voice      450 
*'  All  nature  fmil'd.  But,  oh,  this  hand  no  more 
*'  Shall  touch  thy  wanton  firings,  no  more  with  lays 
*'  Alternate,  from  oblivion  dark  redeem 
The  mighty  dead,  and  vindicate  their  fame. 
Vain  are  thy  toils,  O  Hobbinol !  and  all  455 

Thy  triumphs  vain.  Who  ihall  record,  brave  man! 
Thy  bold  exploits  ?  who  fliall  thy  grandeur  tell. 
Supreme  of  Kiftfgate?  See  thy  faithful  bard. 
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**  Delpoil'd,   undone.     O  cover  me,  ye  hills  ! 

**  Whofe  vocal  clifts  were  taught  my  joyous  fong.  460 
tt 

it 


Or  thou,  fair  nymph,  Avona,  on  whofe  banks 
The  frolic  crowd,  led  by  my  numerous  llrains. 
Their  orgies  kept,  and  frifii'd  it  o'er  the  green, 

**  Jocund 
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*'  Jocund  and  gay,  wliile  thy  remurmuring  ftreams 
**  Danc'dby,\vellpleas'd.  Oh!  let  thy  friendly  waves 
**  O'erwhelm  a  wretch,  and  hide  this  head  accurs'd  I'* 

So  plains  the  reHlefs  Philomel,  her  neft. 
And  callow  young,  the  lender  growing  hope 
Of  future  harmony,  and  frail  return 
For  all  her  cares,  to  barbarous  churls  a  prey ;     47a 
Darkling  fhe  iings,  the  woods  repeat  her  moan. 


CANTO 
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CANTO        III. 

THE    A  R  G  U  M  E  N  T. 

Good  eating  expedient  for  heroes.  Homer  prnifed 
for  keeping  a  table,  Hobbinol  triumphant,  Gan- 
deretta's  bill  of  fare.  Panegyric  upon  ale.  GofTip- 
ing  over  a  bottle.  Compliment  to  Mr.  John  Phi- 
lips. Ganderetta's  perplexity  difcovered  by  Hob- 
binol ;  his  confolatory  fpeech ;  compares  himfelf 
to  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick.  Ganderetta,  enccura- 
ed,  ftrips  for  the  race ;  her  amiable  figure.  Fufca 
the  gypfey,  her  dirty  figure.  Tabitha  her  great  re- 
putation for  fpeed  ;  hired  to  the  diffenting  acade- 
demy  zt  Tewkfbary.  A  fhort  account  of  Gamaliel 
the  mailer,  and  his  hopeful  fcholars.  Tabitha  car- 
ries weip-ht.  The  fmock  race.  Tabitha's  fall. 
Fufca's  iliort  triumph,  her  humiliation,  Gande- 
retta's matchlefs  fpeed.  Hobbinol  lays  the  prize 
at  her  feet.  Their  mutual  triumph.  The  vicif- 
fitude  of  human  affairs,  experienced  by  Hobbinol. 
Mopfa,  form.erly  his  fervant,  with  her  two  chil- 
dren, appears  to  him.  Mopfa's  fpeech;  affaults 
Ganderetta;  her  flight.  Hobbinol's  prodigious 
fright ;  is  taken  into  cuflody  by  conilablcs,  and 
dragged  to  Sir  Rhadamanih's. 


THOUGH  fome  of  old,  and  fome  of  modern  dat 
Penurious  their  vidlorious  heroes  fed 
With  barren  praife  alone ;  yet  thou,  my  Mufe  I 

Benevolent, 
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Benevolent,  with  more  indulgent  eyes 

^Behold  th'  immortal  Hobbinol ;  reward  5 

With  due  regalement  his  triumphant  toils. 

Let  Quixote's  hardy  courage,  and  renown. 

With  Sancho's  prudent  care  be  meetly  join'd. 

O  thou  of  bards  fupreme,  Mceonides  ! 
What  well-fed  heroes  grace  thy  hallow 'd  page!     10 
Laden  with  glorious  fpoils,  and  gay  with  blood 
Of  flaughter'd  hofts,  the  viclor  chief  returns. 
Whole  Troy  before  him  fled,  and  men  and  gods 
Oppos'd  in  vain  :  for  the  brave  man,  whofe  arm 
Repell'd  his  country's  wrongs,  ev'n  he,  the  great   15 
Atrides,  king  of  kings,  ev'n  he  prepares 
With  his  own  royal  hand  the  fumptuous  feafi:. 
Full  to  the  brim,  the  brazen  cauldrons  fmoke. 
Through  all  the  bufy  camp  -the  riling  blaze 
/itteft  their  joy ;  heroes  and  kings  forego  20 

Their  ftate  and  pride,  and  at  his  elbow  wait 
Obfequious.     On  a  poliih'd  charger  plac'd. 
The  bulky  chine  with  plenteous  fat  inlaid. 
Of  golden  hue,  magnificently  fliines. 
The  chciceft  m.orfeh  fever'd  to  the  gods,  25 

The  hero  next,  well  paid  for  all  his  wounds. 
The  rich  repaft  divides  with  Jove  ;   from  out 
The  fparkling  bowl  he  draws  the  generous  wine, 
Unmix'd,  unmeafur'd;  with  unflinted  joy 
His  heart  o'erflows.     In  like  triumphant  port        30 
Sat  the  vidlorious  Hobbinol ;  the  crowd 
Tranfported  view,  and  blefs  their  glorious  chief: 
All  Kiftfgate  founds  his  praife  with  joint  acclaim. 

Him 
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Him  every  voice,  him  every  knee  confefs. 
In  merit,  as  in  right,  their  king.     Upon  55 

Their  flowery  turf,  Earth's  painted  lap,  are  fpread 
The  rural  dainties  ;  fuch  as  Nature  boon 
Prefents  with  lavifn  hand,  or  fuch  as  owe 
To  Ganderetta's  care  their  grateful  tafte, 
Delicious.     For  fhe  long  firxe  prepar'd  40 

To  celebrate  this  day,  and  with  good  chear 
To  grace  his  triumphs.     Cryllal  goofeberries 
Are  pil'd  on  heaps ;  in  vain  the  parent  tree 
Defends  her  lufcious  fruit  with  pointed  fpears. 
The  ruby  tindlur'd  corinth  cluilering  hangs,  45 

And  emulates  the  grape  ;  green  codlings  float 
In  dulcet  creams  :  nor  wants  the  lafl:  year's  ftore ; 
The  hardy  nut,  in  folid  mail  fecure. 
Impregnable  to  v/inter  frolls,  repays 
Its  hoarder's  care.    The  cuftard's  jellied  flood       5P 
Impatient  youth,  with  greedy  joy,  devours. 
Cheefecakes  and  pies,  in  various  forms  uprais'd. 
In  well-built  pyramids,  afpiring  fland. 
Black  hams,  and  tongues  that  fpeechlefs  can  perfuade 
To  ply  the  brilk  caroufe,  and  chear  the  foul  55 

With  jovial  draughts.     Nor  does  the  jolly  god 
Deny  his  precious  gifts  ;  here  jocund  fwains. 
In  uncouth  mirth  delighted,  fporting  quaff 
Their  native  beverage ;  in  the  brimming  glafs 
The  liquid  amber  fmiles.     Britons,  no  more         60 
Dread  your  invading  foes ;  let  the  falfe  Gaul, 
Of  rule  infatiate,  potent  to  deceive. 
And  great  by  fubtile  wiles,  from  the  adverfe  fl:iore 

Pcur 
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Pour  forth  his  numerous  holls  ;  Iberia!  join 

Thy  towering  fleets,  once  more  aloft  difplay         65 

Thy  confecrated  banners,  fill  thy  fails 

With  prayers  and  vows,  mod  formidably  flrong 

In  holy  trumpery,  let  old  Ocean  groan 

Beneath  the  proud  Armada,   vainly  deem'd 

Invincible  ;  yet  fruitlefs  all  their  toils,  ^d 

Vain  every  rafli  effort,  while  our  fat  glebe. 

Of  barley-grain  produ45live,  ftill  fupplies 

The  flowing  treafure,  and  with  fums  immenfe 

Supports  the  throne  j  while  this  rich  cordial  warms 

The  farmer's  courage,  arms  his  ftubborn  foul        7^ 

With  native  honour,  and  refiillefs  rage. 

Thus  vaunt  the  crowd,  each  freeborn  heart  o'erflows 

With  Britain's  glory,  and  his  country's  love.. 

Here,  in  a  merry  knot  combin'd,  the  nymphs 
Pour  out  mellifluous  fl:reams,  the  balmy  fpoils       80 
Of  the  laborious  bee.     The  modeil  maid 
But  coyly  fips,  and  blafliing  drinks,  abafh'd  : 
Each  lover  with  obfervant  eye  beholds 
Her  graceful  fliame,  and  at  her  glowing  cheeks 
Rekindles  all  his  fires,  but  matrons  fage,  85 

Better  experienc'd,  and  inilrudled  well 
In  midnight  myfteries,  and  feaft-rites  old, 
Grafp  the  capacious  bowl ;  nor  ceafe  to  draw 
The  fpumy  nedlar.     Healths  of  gay  import 
Fly  merrily  about ;  now  Scandal  fly,  po 

Infmuating,  gilds  the  fpecious  tale 
With  treacherous  praife,  and  with  a  double  face 
Ambiguous  Wantonnefs  demurely  fneers  : 

Vol.  XL.  K  Till 
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Till  circling  brimmers  every  veil  withdraw. 

And  dauntlefs  Impudence  appears  unmalk'd.  95 

Others  apart,  in  the  cool  faade  retir'd, 

Silurian  cvder  quafF,  by  that  great  bard 

Enobled,  who  firil  taught  my  groveling  Mufe 

To  mount  aerial.     O  1   could  I  but  raife 

My  feeble  voice  to  his  exalted  {trains,  100 

Or  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument. 

The  generous  liquid  in  each  line  fhould  bound 

Spirituous,  nor  oppreffive  cork  fubdue 

its  foaming  rage  ;  but,  to  the  lofty  theme 

Unequal,  Mufe,  decline  the  pleafmg  tafc.  105 

Thus  they  luxurious,  on  the  grafly  turf, 
Revel'd  at  large :  while  nought  around  was  heard 
But  mirth  confus'd,  and  undiftinguifh'd  joy. 
And  laughter  far  refounding  ;  ferious  Care 
Found  here  no  place,  to  Ganderetta's  breaft        no 
Retiring  ;  there  with  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd 
Her  flu(fluating  mind.     Hence  the  foft  figh 
Efcapes  unheeded,  fpight  of  all  her  art ; 
The  trembling  blufties  on  her  lovely  cheeks 
Alternate  ebb  and  flow;  from  the  full  glafs  115 

She  flies  abftemious,  fhuns  th'  untafled  feall : 
But  careful  Hobbinol,  whofe  amorous  eve 
From  her's  ne'er  wander'd,  haunting  ftill  the  place 
Where  his  dear  treafure  lay,  difcover'd  foon 
Her  fecret  woe,  and  bore  a  lover's  part.  120 

Compaflion  melts  his  foul,  her  glowing  cheeks 
He  kifs'd,  enamour'd,  and  her  panting  heart 
He  prefi'd  to  hh ;  then  with  thefe  foothing  words. 

Tenderly 
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Tenderly  fmiling,  her  faint  hopes  reviv'd. 

*'  Courage,  my  Fair  I  the  fplendid  prize  is  thine. 
**  Indulgent  Fortune  will  not  damp  our  joys, 
**  Nor  blaft  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
*'  Hear  me,  ye  fwains !  ye  men  of  Kiftfgate!  hear: 
**  Though  great  the  honours  by  your  hands  conferr'd, 
**  Thefe  royal  ornaments,  though  great  the  force  130 
**  Of  this  puifTant  arm,  as  all  muft  own, 
**  Who  faw  this  day  the  bold  Gorgonius  fall; 
**  Yet  were  I  more  renown'd  for  feats  of  arms, 
*'  And  knightly  prowefs,  than  that  mighty  Guy, 
So  fam'd in  antique  fong,  Warwick's  great  earl,  13^ 
Who  flew  the  giant  Colbrand,  in  fierce  fight 
Maintain'd  a  fummer's  day,  and  freed  this  realm 
From  Danifh  vafialage ;  his  ponderous  fword. 
And  maffy  fpear,  attell  the  glorious  deed; 
Nor  lefs  his  hofpitable  foul  is  feen  140 

In  that  capacious  cauldron,  whofe  large  freight 
Might  feaft  a  province;  yet  were  I  like  him. 
The  nation's  pride,  like  him  I  could  forego 
All  earthly  grandeur,  wander  through  the  world 
A  jocund  pilgrim,  in  the  lonefome  den,  14^ 

And  rocky  cave,  with  thefe  my  royal  hands 
**  Scoop  the  cold  ftreams  with  herbs  and  roots  content. 
Mean  fuftenance ;  could  I  by  this  but  gain 
For  the  dear  Fair,  the  prize  her  heart  defires. 
Believe  me,  charming  maid  !  I  'd  be  a  worm,    1 50 
The  mcaneft  infedt,  and  the  loweft  thing 
**  The  world  defpifes,  to  enhance  thy  fame." 
So  chear'd  he  his  fair  queen,  and  Ihe  was  chear'd. 

K  2  Now 
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Now  with  a  noble  confidence  infpir'd, 
Her  looks  affare  fuccefs,  now  ftripp'd  of  all         155 
Her  cumbrous  vellments,  beauty's  vain  dilguife. 
She  fiiines  unclouded  in  her  native  charms. 
Her  plaited  hair  behind  her  in  a  brede 
Hung  carelefs,  with  becoming  grace  each  blulh 
Varied  her  cheeks,  than  the  gay  rifmg  dawn       160 
More  lovely,  when  the  new-born  light  falutes 
The  joyful  Earth,  impurpling  half  the  fkies. 
Her  heaving  breaft,  through  the  thin  covering  view'd, 
Fix'd  each  beholder's  eye;  her  taper  thighs. 
And  lineaments  exaft,  would  mock  the  Ikill        165 
Of  Phidias ;  Nature  alone  can  form 
Such  due  proportion.    To  compare  with  her. 
Oread,  or  Dryad,  or  of  Delia's  train. 
Fair  virgin  huntrefs,  for  the  chace  array'd. 
With  painted  quiver  and  unerring  bow,  170 

Were  but  to  lefTen  her  fuperior  mien. 
And  goddefs-like  deport.    The  mailer's  hand. 
Rare  artifan !   with  proper  (hades  improves 
His  lively  colouring ;  fo  here,  to  grace 
Her  brighter  charms,  next  her  upon  the  plain     175 
Fufca  the  brown  appears,  with  greedy  eye 
Views  the  rich  prize,  her  tawny  front  ere<5ls 
Audacious,  and  with  her  legs  unclean. 
Booted  with  grim,  and  with  her  freckled  fkin. 
Offends  the  crowd.    She  of  the  Gypfy  train         i8o 
Had  wander'd  long,  and  the  fun's  fcorching  rays 
Imbrown'd  her  vifage  grim ;  artful  to  view 
The  fpreading  palm,  and  with  vile  cant  deceive 

The 
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The  love-fick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  llore 
For  airy  vifions  and  fallacious  hope.  1S5 

Gorgonius,  if  the  current  fame  fay  true. 
Her  comrade  once,  they  many  a  merry  prank 
Together  play'd,   and  many  a  mile  had  ilroll'd. 
For  him  fit  mate.    Next  Tabitha  the  tall 
Strode  o'er  the  plain,  with  huge  gigantic  pace,   190 
And  overlook'd  the  crowd,  known  far  and  near 
For  matchlefs  fpeed ;   fhe  many  a  prize  had  won. 
Pride  of  that  neighbouring  *  mart,  for  muftard  fam'd. 
Sharp-biting  grain,  where  amicably  join 
The  filler  floods,  and  with  their  liquid  arms        195 
Greeting  embrace.    Here  Gamaliel  fage. 
Of  Cameronian  brood,  with  ruUng  rod 
Trains  up  his  babes  of  grace,  infiructed  well 
In  all  the  gainful  difcipline  of  prayer; 
To  point  the  holy  leer,  by  juii  degrees  200 

To  clofe  the  twinkling  eye,  t'  expand  the  palms 
T'  expofe  the  whites,  and  with  the  fightlefs  ball 
To  glare  upon  the  crowd,  to  raife  or  fink 
The  docile  voice,  now  murmuring  foft  and  low 
With  inward  accent  calm,  an-d  then  again  205 

In  foaming  floods  of  rapturous  eloquence. 
Let  loofe  the  ftorm,  and  thunder  throueh  the  nofe 
The  threaten'd  vengeance :  every  Mufe  profane 
Is  banifh'd  hence,  and,  Heliconian  fl:reams 
Deferted,  the  fajii'd  Leman  lake  fupplies  21a 

K  3  More 

•  Tewkfbury  m   the  Vale   of  Evefham,   where   the 
Avon  runs  into  the  Severn, 
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More  plenteous  draughts,  of  more  divine  import. 

Hail,  happy  youths  1  on  whom  indulgent  Heaven 

Each  grace  divine  beftows ;  nor  yet  denies 

Carnal  beatitudes,  fweet  privilege 

Of  faints  eled  1    Royal  prerogative  1  215 

Here  in  domellic  cares  employ 'd,  and  bound 

To  annual  fervitude,  frail  Tabitha, 

Her  priftine  vigour  loft,  now  mourns  in  vain 

Her  fharpen'd  vifage,  and  the  fickly  qualms 

That  grieve  her  foul ;  a  prey  to  Love,  while  Grace  220 

Slept  heedlefs  by  !    Yet  her  undaunted  mind 

Still  meditates  the  prize,  and  ftill  ftie  hopes. 

Beneath  th'  unvvieldy  load,  her  wonted  fpeed. 

Others  of  meaner  fame  the  ftatelv  Mufe 

Records  not;  on  more  lofty  flights  intent,  225 

She  fpurns  the  ground,  and  mounts  her  native  (kies. 

Room  for  the  mailer  of  the  ring ;  ye  fwains  ! 
Divide  your  crowded  ranks.    See  !  there  on  high 
The  glittering  prize,  on  the  tall  llandard  borne. 
Waving  in  air  ;  before  him  march  in  files  230 

The  rural  m.inftrelfy,  the  rattling  drum 
Of  folemn  found,  and  th'  animating  horn. 
Each  huntfman*s  joy ;  the  tabor  and  the  pipe, 
Companion  dear  at  fealis,  v/hofe  chearful  notes 
Give  life  and  motion  to  th'  unv/ieldy  clown.         235 
Ev'n  Age  revives,  and  the  pale  puking  maid 
Feels  ruddy  health  rekindling  on  her  cheeks. 
And  with  new  vigour  trips  it  o'er  the  plain. 
Counting  each  careful  ilep,  he  paces  o'er 
Th'  allotted  ground,  and  fixes  at  the  goal  240 

His 
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His  ftandard,  there  himfelf  majeflic  fwells. 
Stretch'd  in  a  line,  the  panting  rivals  wait 
Th'  expedled  fignal,  with  impatient  eyes 
Meafure  the  fpace  between,  and  in  conceit 
Already  grafp  the  warm-contefted  prize.  245 

Now  all  at  once  rufh  forward  to  the  goal. 
And  ftep  by  ftep,  and  fide  by  fide,  they  ply 
Their  bufy  feet,  and  leave  the  crowd  behind. 
Quick  heaves  each  breaft,  and  quick  they  (lioot  along. 
Thro'  the  divided  air,  and  bound  it  o'er  the  plain.  250 
To  this,  to  that,  capricious  Fortune  deals 
Short  hopes,  fhort  fears,  and  momentary  joy. 
The  breathlefs  throng  with  open  throats  purfue. 
And  broken  accents  fhout  imperfect  praife. 
Such  noife  confus'd  is  heard,  fuch  wild  uproar,  255 
When  on  the  main  the  fwelling  furges  rife, 
Dalh  o'er  the  rocks,  and,  hurrying  through  the  flood. 
Drive  on  each  other's  backs,  and  crowd  the  ftrand. 
Before  the  reft  tall  Tabitha  was  feen. 
Stretching  amain,  and  whirling  o'er  the  field;    260 
Swift  as  the  Ihooting  liar  that  gilds  the  night 
With  rapid  tranfient  blaze,  fhe  runs j  Ihe  flies ; 
Sudden  ihe  flops,  nor  longer  can  endure 
The  painful  courfe,  but  drooping  finks  away. 
And,  like  that  falling  meteor,  there  flie  lies        265 
A  jelly  cold  on  earth.     Fufca,  with  joy. 
Beheld  her  wretched  plight;  o'er  the  pale  corfe 
Infulting  bounds ;  Hope  gave  her  wings,  and  now. 
Exerting  all  her  fpeed,  ftep  after  ftep. 
At  Ganderetta's  elbow  urg'd  her  way,  270 

K  4  Her 
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Her  fhoulder  preiTing,  and  with  poifonous  brearh 
Tainting  her  ivory  neck.    Long  while  had  held 
The  fharp  conteft,  had  not  propitious  Heaven, 
With  partial  hands,  to  fuch  tranfcendent  charms 
Diipens'd  its  favours.    For  as  o'er  the  green       275 
The  carelefs  Gypfy,  with  incautious  fpeed, 
Pufh'd  forward,  and  her  rival  Fair  had  reach'd 
With  equal  pace,  and  only  not  o'erpafs'd  ; 
Haply  fhe  treads,  where  late  the  merry  train. 
In  wafteful  luxury,  and  wanton  joy,  280 

Lavifh  had  fpilt  the  cyder's  frothy  flood. 
And  mead  with  cullard  mix'd.   Surpriz'd,  appall'd. 
And  in  the  treacherous  puddle  llruggling  long. 
She  flipp'd,  Ihe  fell,  upon  her  back  fupine 
Extended  lay;  the  laughing  multitude  285 

With  noify  fcorn  approv*d  her  juft  difgrace. 
As  the  fleek  leveret  fliims  before  the  pack. 
So  flies  the  nymph,  and  fo  the  crowd  purfue. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  wind,  the  Dear -one  flies. 
Swift  as  the  various  goddefs,  nor  lefs  bright        29a 
In  beauty's  prime;  when  through  the  yielding  air 
She  darrs  along,  and  with  refradled  rays 
Paints  the  gay  clouds ;  celeflial  meiTenger, 
Charg'd  Vvith  the  high  behefcs  of  Heaven's  greatqueen! 
Her  at  the  goal  with  open  arms  receiv'd  295 

Fond  Hobbinol;  with  aftive  leap  he  feiz'd 
The  coiily  prize,  and  laid  it  at  her  feet. 
Then  pauflng  Hood,  dumb  with  excefs  of  joy, 
Expiellive  filence  !   for  each  tender  glance 
Eeiray'dthe  raptures  that  his  tongue  conceal'd.   too 

Lells 
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Lefs  jnute  the  crowd,  in  echoing  Ihouts,  applaud 
Her  fpeed,  her  beauty,  his  obfequious  lov'e. 

Upon  a  little  eminence,  whofe  top 
O'eriook'd  the  plain,  a  Ikep,  but  Ihort  afcent, 
Plac'd  in  a  chair  of  llate,  with  garlands  crown'd,  305^ 
And  loaded  with  the  fragrance  of  the  fpring. 
Fair  Ganderetta  fhone ;   like  mother  Eve 
In  her  gay  fylvan  lodge,  delicious  bower  ! 
Where  Nature's  wanton  hand,  above  the  reach 
Of  rule,  or  art,  had  lavifh'd  ail  her  ilorCy  3.10 

To  deck  the  flowery  roof;  and  at  her  fide> 
Imperial  Hobbir.ol,  with  front  fublime. 
Great  as  a  Roman  conful,  jult  return'd 
From  cities  {ack'd,  and  provinces  laid  \vzB.e, 
In  his  paternal  wicker  fat,  enthron'd.  31- 

With  eager  eyes  the  crowd  about  them  prefs. 
Ambitious  to  behold  the  happy  pair. 
Each  voice,  each  inftrument,  proclaims  their  joy 
With  loudell  vehemence :  fuch  noife  is  heard. 
Such  a  tumultuous  din,  when,  at  the  call  320 

Of  Britain's  fovereien,  the  rulHc  bands 
O'erfpread  the  fields;  the  fubtle  candidates 
DiiTembled  homage  pay,  and  court  the  fools 
Whom  they  defpife ;   each  proud  majeilic  clown 
Looks  big,  and  ihouts  amain,  mad  with  the  talte  325 
Of  power  fupreme,  frail  empire  of  a  day  1 
That  with  the  fettins;  fun  extind  is  lofl. 

Nor  is  thy  grandeur,  mighty  Hobbinol ! 
Of  longer  date.  Short  is,  alas  !  the  reign 
Of  mortal  pride:  v/e  play  cur  parts  a  while,        530 

And 
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And  ftrut  upon  the  ftage;  the  fcene  is  chang'd. 
And  offers  us  a  dungeon  for  a  throne. 
Wretched  viciffitude  !  for,  after  all 
His  tinfel  dreams  of  empire  and  renown. 
Fortune,  capricious  dame,  withdraws  at  once     335 
The  goodly  profped,  to  his  eyes  prefents 
Her,  whom  his  confcious  foul  abhorr'd,  and  fear'd. 
Lo !  pufhing  through  the  crowd,  a  meagre  form. 
With  hafty  ftep,  and  vifage  incompos'd  1 
Wildly  fhe  ftar'd;  rage  fparkled  in  her  eyes,       340 
And  poverty  fat  fhrinking  on  her  cheeks. 
Yet  through  the  cloud  that  hung  upon  her  brows, 
A  faded  luftre  broke,  that  dimly  (hone 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  the  ruins  of  a  face, 
Impair'd  by  time,  and  fhatter'd  by  misfortunes.    34^ 
A  froward  babe  hung  at  her  flabby  breaft. 
And  tugg'd  for  life ;  but  wept,  with  hideous  moan. 
His  fruftrate  hopes,  and  unavailing  pains. 
Another  o'er  her  bending  fhoulder  peep'd. 
Swaddled  around  with  rags  of  various  hue.  350 

He  kens  his  comrade-twin  with  envious  eye. 
As  of  his  Ihare  defrauded ;  then  amain 
He  alfo  fcreams,  and  to  his  brother's  cries 
In  doleful  concert  joins  his  loud  laments. 
O  dire  efFedl  of  lawlefs  love  !   O  fling  355 

Of  pleafure  pall: !    As  when  a  full-freight  (hip, 
Bleft  in  a  rich  return  of  pearls  or  gold,   . 
Or  fragrant  fpice,  or  filks  of  coftly  dye. 
Makes  to  the  wifh'd-for  port  with  fwelling  falls. 
And  all  her  gaudy  trim  difplay'd;  o'erjoy'd        360 

The 
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The  mafter  fmiles ;  but  if  from  fome  imall  creek, 
A  lurking  corfair  the  rich  quarry  fpies. 
With  all  her  (ails  bears  down  upon  her  prey, 
And  peals  of  thunder  from  her  hollow  fides 
Check  his  triumphant  courfe  ;  aghaft  he  ftands    365 
StifFen'd  with  fear,  unable  to  rcfift, 
And  impotent  to  fly ;  all  his  fond  hopes 
Are  dafh'd  at  once  1   nought  now,  alas  !  remains 
But  the  Hid  choice  of  flavery  or  death ! 
So  far'd  it  with  the  haplefs  Hobbinol,  370 

In^the  full  blaze  of  his  triumphant  joy 
Surpriz'd  by  her,  whofe  dreadfal  face  alone 
Could  fhake  his  ftedfaft  foul.    In  vain  he  turns. 
And  ihifts  his  place  averfe ;  (he  haunts  him  ftill. 
And  glares  upon  him,  with  her  haggard  eyes,     375 
Thatfiercelyfpokeherwrongs.  Wordsfwell'dwithiighs 
At  length  burll  forth,  and  thus  fhe  florms  enrag'd. 
**  Know' ft  thou  not  me  ?  falfe  man !  not  to  know  me 
Argues  thyfelf  unknowing  ofthyfelf, 
Puff'd  up  with  pride,  and  bloated  with  fuccefs.  380 
Is  injur'd  Mopfa  then  fo  foon  forgot? 
**  Thou  knewMi:  me  once,  ah  !  woe  is  me  I  thou  didft. 
But  if  laborious  days  and  fleeplefs  nights. 
If  hunger,  cold,  contempt,  and  penury, 
**  Inseparable  guefts,  have  thus  difguis'd  385 

Thy  once-belov'd,  thy  handmaid  dear;  if  thine 
And  Fortune's  frowns  have  blafled  all  my  charms; 
*'  If  here  no  rofes  grow,  no  lilies  bloom, 
**  Nor  rear  their  heads  on  this  neglected  face; 
**  If  through  the  world  I  range  a  flighted  Ihade,  390 
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The  ghoft  of  what  I  was,  forlorn,  unknown; 
*'  Atleallknowthefe.  See  1  this fweetfimpering  babe, 
**  Dear  image  of  thyfelf;  fee!    how  it  fprunts 
**  With  joy  at  thy  approach  !  fee,  how  it  gilds 
**  Its  foft  fmooth  face,  with  falfe  paternal  fmiles  !  395; 
**  Native  deceit, ' from  thee,  bafe  man,  deriv'd  ! 
**  Or  view  this  other  elf,  in  every  art 
**  Of  fmiling  fraud,  in  every  treacherous  leer, 
**  The  very  Hobbinol !     Ah!   cruel  man! 
**  Wicked,  in  grate!  And  could'ilthouthenfo  Toon,  400 
**  So  foon  forget  that  pleafiag  fatal  night, 
**  When  me,  beneatli  the  fiovvery  thorn  furpriz'd, 
**  Thy  artful  wiles  betray'd?  was  there  a  flar, 
*'  By  which  thou  didft  not  fwear  ?  was  there  a  curfe, 
•*  A  plague  on  earth,  thou  didll  not  then  invoke  405 
**  On  that  devoted  head;  if  e'er  thy  heart 
"  Prov'd  haggard  to  my  love,  if  e'er  thy  hand 
**  Declin'd  the  nuptial  bond?    But,   oh!   too  well, 
**  Too  well,  alas !  my  throbbing  breaft  perceiv'd 
**  The  black  impending  ftorm  ;  the  confcious  moon  41  a 
••  Veil'd  in  a  fable  cloud  her  m.odeil  face, 
'*  And  boding  owls  proclaim'd  the  dire  event, 
**  And  yet  I  love  thee.  ~Oh  I  could'il  thou  behold 
*'  That  image  dwelling  in  my  heart !    But  wky, 
•*  Why  wafte  I  here  thefe  unavailing  tears?         415 
«*  On  this  thy  minion,  on  this  tawdry  thing* 
**  On  this  gay  viclim,  thus  with  garlands  crown'd, 
•♦  All,  all  my  vengeance  fall !  ye  lightnings,  blall 
•'  That  face  accurs'd,  the  fource  of  all  my  woe! 
•'  Arm,  arm,  ye  furies !  arm ;  all  Hell  break  loofe ! 

«*  While 
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*'  While  thus  I  lead  you  to  my  jull  revenge, 
*'  And  thus" — Up  Harts  th'  ailonifh'd  Hobbinol 
To  fave  his  better  half.     "  Fly,  fly,"  he  cries, 
**  Fly,  my  dear  life,  the  fiend's  malicious  rage." 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  fear,  away  flie  bounds,   425 
And  in  the  neighbouring  village  pants  forlorn. 
So  the  cours'd  hare  to  the  clofe  covert  flies, 
Still  trembling,  though  fecure.     Poor  Hobbinol 
More  grievous  ills  attend  :  around  him  prefs 
A  multitude,  with  huge  Herculian  clubs,  43Q 

Terrific  band  I  the  roval  mandate  thefe 
Infulting  fliew:  arrefted,  and  amaz'd. 
Half  dead  he  fl:ands ;  no  friends  dare  interpofe. 
But  bow  dejefted  to  th'  imperial  fcroU  : 
Such  is  the  force  of  law.    While  confcious  fname     43^ 
Sits  heavy  on  his  brow,  they  view  the  wretch 
To  Rhadamanth's  augufl  tribunal  dragg'd. 
Good  Rhadamanth  !   to  every  wanton  clown 
-Severe,  indulgent  to  himfeif  alone. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

'nr'HE  feveral  a£ls  of  parliament  in  favour  of  Fal- 
■^  conry  are  an  evident  proof  of  that  high  efteem 
our  anceftors  had  conceived  for  this  noble  diverfion. 
Our  neighbours,  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and  all  the 
reft  of  Europe,  have  feemed  to  vie  with  one  another, 
who  fhould  pay  the  greateft  honours  to  the  courageous 
Falcon.  Princes  and  ftates  were  her  protedlors ;  and 
men  of  the  greateft  genius,  and  moft  accomplillied  in 
all  forts  of  literature,  with  pleafure  carried  the  Hawk 
on  their  lifts.  But  the  princes  of  Afia,  Turks,  Tar- 
tars, Perfians,  Indians,  &c.  have  greatly  out-done 
us  Europeans  in  the  fplendor  and  magnificence  of 
their  field-parades,  both  as  huntfmen  and  falconers. 
For  though  the  defcription  of  flying  at  the  ftag  and 
other  wild  beafts  with  eagles,  may  be  thought  a  lit- 
tle incredible,  yet  permit  me  to  affure  the  reader 
that  it  is  no  fidlion,  but  a  real  fadl.  All  the  ancient 
books  of  falconry  give  us  an  account  of  it,  and  the 
relations  of  travellers  confirm  it.  But  what  I  think 
puts  it  out  of  all  difpute,  is  the  defcription  the  fa- 
mous Monfieur  de  Thou  has  given  us  in  his  Latin 
poem,  *'  De  Re  Accipitraria,"  lately  reprinted  at  Ve- 
nice in  1 7  3  5 ,  with  an  Italian  Tranflation  and  Notes. 

**  Hoc  ftudio  Haemonii  circumfonat  aula  tvranni, 
**  Tercentum  illi  cqi-ites,  quotics  venabula  pofcit. 
Vol.  XL.  L  ««  Tot 
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*  Tot  pedites  adfunt :  longo  nemus  omne  remuglt 

*  Latrantum  occurfu,  venatorumque  repulUs 

*  Vocibus ;  heicgemini,  nequeenimratis  efle  ferendo 
'  Unus  tanto  oneri  pofTit,  cedente  petauro 

*  Circum  aquilam  geftant,  aliamtotldemindeminiftri 

*  Impofitam  fubeunt:  quarum  minor  ilia  volucri 

'  Ore  canum  voces  fingit,  nemora  avia  complens 

*  Terrore  ingenti :  latebris  turn  excita  repente 

*  Infelix  fera  prorumpit :  ruit  altera  demum 

'  Sublimis  compar  magno  llridore  per  auras  ; 

*  Involat  inque  oculos  &  provolat,  atque  capaces 

*  Expandens  per  inane  fmus,  caligine  denfa, 

*  Horribilique  fupervolitans  coelum  obruit  umbra. 

*  Nee  minor  interea  obfiftit :  fublimis  ut  ilia, 

*  Haec  humilis  fic  terga  volans  premit  &  latus  urget ; 

*  Neve  gradum  referat  tetro,  &  veftigia  vertat, 

*  Seu  Caprea  aut  Cervus  fefe  tulit  obvius  illis, 

*  Rollro  atque  ungue  minax  vetat,&  cum  compare  vires 

*  Alternat  focias,  artemque  remunerat  arte. 

*  Nee  mora,  nee  requies :  furiis  exterrita  tantis 
'  Donee  in  infidias  caeca  eonvalle  locatas 

'  Precipitet  rabidis  fera  mox  lanianda  Moloflls." 

I  am  very  much  obliged  to  thofe  gentlemen  who 
have  read  with  favour  my  poem  upon  Hunting :  their 
goodnefs  has  encouraged  me  to  make  this  fhort  fup- 
plement  to  the  Chace,  and  in  this  poem  to  give  them 
fome  account  of  all  the  more  polite  entertainments  of 
the  field. 
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THE    ARGUMENT. 

Introdu6lion,  ver.  i.  Defcrlption  of  flying  at  the 
ilag  with  eagles,  after  the  manner  of  the  Afiatic 
princes,  7.  Defcription  of  hern-hawking,  100.  Of 
flying  at  the  river,  179.  Partridge-hawking,  232. 
Daring  the  Lark  with  an  hobby  juft  mentioned,  235. 
Shooting  flying,  241.  Setting,  245.  Angling,  261. 
Conclufion,  271. 

/^NCE  morej  Great  Prince,  permit  an  humble  bard 
^^^  Proftrate  to  pay  his  homage  at  your  feet ; 
Then,  like  the  morning  lark  from  the  low  ground 
Towering  aloft,  fublime  to  foar,  and  flng; 
Sing  the  heart-chearing  pleafufe  of  the  fields,  5 

The  choice  delight  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 

In  earlier  times,  monarchs  of  Eafl:ern  race 
In  their  full  blaze  of  pride,  as  ft;ory  tells, 
Train  *d  up  th'  imperial  eagle,  facred  bird  I 
Hooded,  with  jingling  bells,  flie  perch'd  on  high;  10 
Not  as  when  erfl:  on  golden  wings  ftie  led 
The  Roman  legions  o'er  the  conquer'd  globe. 
Mankind  her  quarry  j  but  a  docile  flave, 
Tam'd  to  the  lure,  and  careful  to  attend 
Her  mailer's  voice.  Behold  the  man  renown'd,      15 
Abbas  the  great  (whom  all  his  fawning  flaves 

L  2  Deem'd 
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Deem'd  king  of  kings ;  vain  fools  1  They  fure  forgot 
Greater  Lconidas,  and  thofe  fatal  ftraits 
Blood-ftain'd,  where  flaughter'd  Perfians  fell  on  heaps^ 
A  dreadful  carnage  '.)   See  his  numerous  hoft  20 

Spread  wide  the  plains,  and  in  their  front  upborn 
Each  on  her  perch,  that  bends  beneath  her  weight. 
Two  fifter  eagles,  ftately  ponderous  birds  1 
The  air  *s  a  defcrt,  and  the  feather'd  race 
Fly  to  the  neighbouring  coverts  dark  retreats.       25 
The  royal  pair  on  wing,  this  whirls  around 
In  circles  wide,  or  like  the  fwallow  fkims 
The  rulfet  plain,  and  mimics  as  fhe  flies 
(By  many  a  fleeplefs  night  inftrudled  well) 
The  hound's  loud  openings,  or  the  fpaniel's  quell.  30 
What  cannot  wakeful  induftry  fubdue  1 
Mean  while  that  mounts  on  high,  and  feems  to  view 
A  black  afcending  cloud;  when  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Of  vapours  dank  condens'd,  the  fun's  bright  beams 
Pain  not  her  fight :  fhe  with  expanded  fails  3  5 

Works  through  th'  etherial  fluid ;  then  perhaps 
Sees  through  a  break  of  clouds  this  felf-pois'd  orb 
Hard  by  her  hand-maid  moon.     She  looks  beneath 
Contemptuous,  and  beholds  from  far  this  earth. 
This  mole-hill  earth,  and  all  its  bufy  ants  40 

Labouring  for  life,  which  lafts  fo  fliort  a  day 
Juft  blazing  and  extinft.     So  thou,  my  foul. 
That  breath  of  life,  which  all  men  mufi  perceive 
But  none  diftindly  know,  when  once  efcap'd 
From  this  poor  helplefs  corie,  and  when  on  high  45 
Borne  on  angelic  wings,  look  down  with  fconi 

On 
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On  this  mean  lefTening  world,  and  knaves  grown  rich. 
By  chance,  or  fraud,  or  infolence  of  power. 
Now  from  her  higheft  pitch,  by  quick  degrees. 
With  lefs  ambition  nearer  earth  fhe  tends,  50 

As  yet  fcarce  vifible  ;  and  high  in  air 
Pois'd  on  extended  wings,  with  fharper  ken 
Attentive  marks  whate'er  is  done  below. 
Thus  fome  wife  general  from  a  rifmg  ground 
Obferves  th'  embattled  foe,  where  ferried  ranks    55 
Forbid  accefs,  or  where  their  order  loofe 
Invites  th'  attack,  and  points  the  way  to  fate. 
All  now  is  tumult,  each  heart  fwelh  with  joy. 
The  falconers  fliout,  and  the  wide  concave  rings. 
Tremble  the  forefts  round,  the  joyous  cries  60 

Float  thro'  the  vales ;  and  rocks,  and  woods,  and  hills 
Return  the  varied  founds.     Forth  burfls  the  ilag. 
Nor  trufts  the  mazes  of  his  deep  recefs : 
Fear  hid  him  clofe,  flrange  incpnfiitent  guide  ! 
Now  hurries  him  aghaft  with  bufy  feet  6r 

Far  o'er  the  fpacious  plain ;  he  pants  to  reach 
The  mountain's  brow,  or  with  unfteady  llep 
To  climb  the  craggy  clift:  the  grey-hounds  llrain 
Behind  to  pinch  his  haunch,  who  fcarce  evades 
Their  gaping  jaws.     One  eagle  wheeling  flies       70 
In  airy  labyrinths,  or  with  eafier  wing 
Skims  by  his  fide,  and  iluns  his  patient  ear 
With  hideous  cries,  then  peals  his  forehead  broad. 
Or  at  her  eyes  his  fatal  malice  aims. 
The  other,  like  the  bolt  of  angry  heaven,  7- 

Darts  down  at  once,  and  fixes  on  his  back 

L  3  •  Her 
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Her  griping  talons,  ploughing  with  her  beak 
His  pamper'd  chine:  the  blood,  and  fweat  diflill'd 
From  many  a  dripping  furrow,  ftains  the  foil. 
Who  pities  not  this  fury-haunted  wretch  80 

Embarrafs'd  thus,  on  every  fide  diftrefs'd? 
Death  will  relieve  him :  for  the  greyhounds  fierce. 
Seizing  their  prey,  foon  drag  him  to  the  ground: 
Groaning  he  falls;  with  eyes  that  fwim  in  tears 
He  looks  on  man,  chief  author  of  his  woe,  85 

And  weeps,  and  dies.  The  grandees  prefs  around 
To  dip  their  fabres  in  his  boiling  blood; 
Unfeemlv  jov  !   'Tis  barbarous  to  infult 
A  fallen  woe.     The  dogs,  and  birds  of  prey 
Infatiate,  on  his  reeking  bowels  feaft,  90 

But  the  flern  falconer  claims  the  lion's  fhare. 

Such  are  the  fports  of  kings,  and  better  far 
Than  royal  robbery,  and  the  bloody  jaws 
Of  all -devouring  war.     Each  animal, 
Ey  natural  inllindt  taught,  fpares  his  own  kind:    95 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at  large, 
Free-booter  unreftrain'd,  dellroys  at  will 
The  whole  creation,  men  and  bealls  his  prey, 
Thefe  for  his  pleafure,  for  his  glory  thofe. 
Next  will  I  fmg  the  valiant  falcon's  fame,  1 00 

Aerial  fights,  where  no  confederate  brute 
Joins  in  the  bloody  fray;  but  bird  with  bird 
Julls  in  mid-air.     Lo  1  at  his  fiege  the  hern. 
Upon  the  bank  of  fome  fmall  purling  brook, 
Obfervant  Hands  to  take  his  fcaly  prize,  105 

Himfelf  another's  game.     For  mark  behind 

The 
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The  wily  falconer  creeps ;  his  grazing  horfe 

Conceals  the  treacherous  foe,  and  on  his  fift 

Th'  unhoodcd  falcon  fits :  with  eajer  eves 

She  meditates  her  prey,  and,  in  her  wild  1 10 

Conceit,  already  plumes  the  dying  bird. 

Up  fprings  the  hern,  redoubling  every  ilroke, 

Confcious  of  danger  llretches  far  av.  ay. 

With  bufy  pennons  and  prcjefted  beak. 

Piercing  th*  opponent  clouds :  the  falcon  fwift     1 1 5 

Follows  at  fpeed,  mounts  as  he  mounts,  for  hope 

Gives  vigour  to  her  wings.    Another  foon 

Strains  after  to  fupport  the  bold  attack. 

Perhaps  a  third.    As  in  feme  winding  creek. 

On  proud  Iberia's  fhore,  the  corfairs  fly  120 

Lurk  waiting  to  furprize  a  Britifh  fail. 

Full-freighted  from  Hetruria's  friendly  ports. 

Or  rich  Byzantium;  after  her  they  fkud, 

Dalhing  the  fpumy  waves  with  equal  oars, 

Andfpreading  all  their  (hrouds:  fhe  makes  the  main  125 

Inviting  every  gale,  nor  yet  forgets 

To  clear  her  deck,  and  tell  th'  infulting  foe. 

In  peals  of  thunder,  Britons  cannot  fear. 

So  flies  the  hern  purfu'd,  but  fighting  fiies. 

Warm  grows  the  confiicb,  every  nerve 's  employ'd;  i  ^o 

Now  through  the  yielding  element  they  foar 

Afpiring  high,  then  fmk  at  once,  and  rove 

In  tracklefs  mazes  through  the  troubled  fkv. 

No  red,  no  peace.    The  falcon  hovering  flies 

Balanc'd  in  air,  and  confidently  bold  I ^^ 

Hangs  o'er  him  like  a  cloud,  then  aims  her  blow 

L  4  Full 
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Full  at  his  deftin'd  head.    The  watchful  hern 
Shoots  from  her  like  a  blazing  meteor  fwift 
That  gilds  the  night,  eludes  her  talons  keen 
And  pointed  beak,  and  gains  a  length  of  way.    140 
Obferve  th'  attentive  crowd ;  all  hearts  are  fix'd 
On  this  important  war,  and  pleafing  hope 
Glows  in  each  breaft.     The  vulgar  and  the  great. 
Equally  happy  now,  with  freedom  ihare 
The  common  joy.    The  fhepherd-boy  forgets       14^ 
His  bleating  care ;  the  labouring  hind  lets  fall 
His  grain  unfown ;  in  tranfport  loft,  he  robs 
Th'  expefting  furrow,  and  in  wild  amaze 
The  gazing  village  point  their  eyes  to  heaven. 
Where  is  the  tongue  can  fpeak  the  falconer's  cares,  1 50 
>Twixt  hopes  and  fears,  as  in  a  tempeft  toft? 
His  fluttering  heart,  his  varying  cheeks  confefs 
His  inward  woe.    Now  like  a  wearied  ftag. 
That  ftands  at  bay,  the  hern  provokes  their  rage ; 
Clofe  by  his  languid  wing,  in  downy  plumes        15  c 
Covers  his  fatal  beak,  and  cautious  hides 
The  well-diflembled  fraud.    The  falcon  darts 
Like  lightning  from  above,   and  in  her  breaft 
Receives  the  latent  death ;  down  plum  fhe  falls 
Bounding  from  earth,  and  with  her  trickling  gore  160 
Defiles  her  gaudy  plumage.    See,  alas ! 
Tiie  falconer  in  defpair,  his  favourite  bird 
Dead  at  his  feet,  as  of  h"s  deareft  friend 
He  weeps  her  fate  ;  he  meditates  revenge. 
He  ftorms,  he  foam.s,  he  gives  a  loofs  to  rage:   165 
Ncr  wants  he  long  the  means;  the  hern  fatigu'd. 
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Borne  down  by  numbers  yields,  and  prone  on  earth 
He  drops :  his  cruel  foes  wheeling  around 
Infult  at  will.    The  vengeful  falconer  flies 
Swift  as  an  arrow  (hooting  to  their  aid;  170 

Then  muttering  inward  curfes  bre^iks  his  wings. 
And  fixes  in  the  ground  his  hated  bLak; 
Sees  with  malignant  joy  the  victors  proud 
Smear'd  with  his  blood,  and  on  his  marrow  feafl. 

Unhappy  bird  !   our  fathers' prime  delight  1      175 
Who  fenc'd  thine  eyrie  round  with  facred  laws. 
Nor  mighty  princes  now  difdain  to  wear 
Thy  waving  creft,  the  mark  of  high  command, 
With  gold,  and  pearl,  and  brilliant  gems  adorn'd. 

Now,  if  the  cryftal  ftream  delight  thee  more,  1 80 
Sportfman,  lead  on,  where  through  the  reedy  bank 
Th'  infmuating  waters  filter 'd  frray 
In  many  a  winding  maze.    The  wild-duck  there 
Gluts  on  the  fattening  oufe,  or  ileals  the  fpawn 
Of  teeming  (hoals,  her  more  delicious  feaft.         18^ 
How  do  the  fun-beams  on  the  glaffy  plain 
Sport  wanton,  and  amufe  our  wondering  eyes 
With  varioufly-refletled  changing  rays  ! 
The  murmuring  ftream  falutes  the  flowery  mead 
That  glows  with  fragrance;  nature  all  around      190 
Confents  to  blefs.    What  fluggard  now  would  fink 
In  beds  of  down  ?  what  mifer  would  not  leave 
His  bags  untold  for  this  tranfporting  fcene  ? 
Falconer,  tal-e  care,  oppofe  thy  well-train'd  fteed. 
And  flily  ftalk;   unhood  thy  falcon  bold,  19^ 

Obferve  at  feed  the  unfufpeding  team 

Paddling' 
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Paddling  with  oary  feet :  he  's  ken,  they  fly. 

Now  at  full  fpeed  the  falconer  fpurs  away 

T'  aifiil  his  favourite  hawk,  fhe  from  the  reft 

Has  fmgled  out  the  mallard  young  and  gay,         200 

Whofe  green  and  azure  brightens  in  the  fun. 

Swift  as  the  wind  that  fwecps  the  defert  plain. 

With  feet,  wings,  beak,  he  cuts  the  liquid  fey: 

Behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  fail;   for  fee 

Th'  unequal  foe  gains  on  him  as  he  flies.  205 

Long  holds  th'  aerial  courfe ;  they  rife,  they  fall, 

Now  fkim  in  circling  rings,  then  ftretch  away 

With  all  their  force,  till  at  one  fatal  ftroke 

The  vigorous  hawk,  exerting  every  nerve, 

"^Trufs'd  in  mid-air  bears  down  her  captive  prey.    210 

'Tis  well  on  earth  they  fall ;  for  oft  the  duck 

Mirtrufls  her  coward  wings,  and  feeks  again 

The  kind  protecling  flood  :  if  haply  then 

The  falcon  rafli  aim  a  decifive  blov/. 

And  fpring  to  gripe  her  floating  prey;  at  once  215 

She  dives  beneath,  and  near  fome  oiler's  root 

Pops  up  her  head  fecure ;  then  views  her  foe 

Juft  in  the  grafping  of  her  fond  defires. 

And  in  full  pride  of  triumph,  whelm'd  beneath 

The  gliding  ftream..   Ah !  where  are  now,  proud  bird ! 

Thy  fl:ately  trappings,  and  thy  fllver  bells, 

Thy  glofly  plumage,  and  thy  filken  creft? 

Say,  tyrant  of  the  ikies  !    Wouldll  thou  not  now 

Exchange  with  thy  but  late  defponding  foe 

Thy  dreadful  talons,  and  thy  polifli'd  beak,        225 

For  her  web-feet  defpis'd  ?    How  happy  they  ! 

Who, 
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Who,  when  gay  pleafure  courts,  and  fortune  fmiles. 
Fear  the  reverfe,  with  caution  tr^ad  thofe  paths 
Where  rofes  grow,  but  wily  vipers  creep! 

Thefe  are  expenrivc  joys,  fit  for  the  great       230 
Of  hirge  domains  pofiefs'd :  enough  for  me 
To  boail  the  gentle  fpar-hawk  on  my  fill. 
Or  fly  the  partridge  from  the  briftly  field. 
Retrieve  the  covey  with  my  bufy  train. 
Or  with  my  foaring  hobby  dare  the  lark.  235 

But,  if  the  fhady  woods  my  cares  employ. 
In  quell:  of  feather'd  game^  my  fpaniels  beat 
Puzzling  th*  entangled  copfe  ;  and  from  the  brake 
Pulh  forth  the  whirring  pheafant ;  high  in  air 
He  waves  his  varied  plumes,  ftretching  away      240 
With  hafty  wing.     Soon  from  th'  uplifted  tube 
The  mimic  thunder  burlls,  the  leaden  death 
O'ertakes  him ;  and  with  many  a  giddy  whirl 
To  earth  he  falls,  and  at  my  feet  expires. 

When  autumn  fmiles,  all-beauteous  in  decay,    245 
And  paints  each  chequer'd  grove  with  various  hues ; 
Mv  fetter  ranges  in  the  new-fhom  fields. 
His  nofe  in  air  eredt;  from  ridge  to  ridge 
Panting  he  bounds,  his  quarter'd  ground  divides 
In  equal  intervals,  nor  carelefs  leaves  250 

One  inch  untry'd.    At  length  the  tainted  gales 
His  noftrils  wide  inhale ;  quick  joy  elates 
His  beating  heart,  which,  aw'd  by  difcipline 
Severe,  he  dares  not  own;  but  cautious  creeps 
Low-cowering,  Hep  by  ftep;  at  lail  attains 
liis  proper  dilUnce  j  there  he  llops  at  once. 
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And  points  with  liis  inftruiSlive  nofe  upon 
The  trembling  prey.    On  wings  of  wind  upborn 
The  floatirg  net  unfolded  flies ;  then  drops. 
And  the  poor  fluttering  captives  rife  in  vain.       260 

Or  hnply  on  fome  river's  cooling  bank, 
Patiently  mufing,  all  intent  I  Hand 
To  hook  the  fcaly  glutton.    See  !   down  finks 
My  cork,  that  faithful  monitor ;  his  weight 
My  taper  angle  bends;  furpriz'd,  amaz'd,  265 

He  glitters  in  the  fun,  and  ftruggling  pants 
For  liberty,  till  in  the  purer  air 
He  breathes  no  more.    Such  are  our  pleafmg  cares. 
And  fweet  amufements,  fuch  each  bufy  drudge 
Envious  muft  wifli,  and  all  the  wife  enjoy.  270 

Thus,  moft  illuflrious  Prince,  have  I  prefum'd 
In  my  obfcure  fojourn  to  fmg  at  eafe 
Rural  delights,  the  joy,  and  fweet  repall 
Of  every  noble  mind :  and  now  perchance 
Untimely  fing ;  fmce  from  yon  neighbouring  fhore  275 
The  grumbling  thunder  rolls ;  calm  peace  alarm'd 
Starts  from  her  couch,  and  the  rude  din  of  war 
Sounds  harlh  in  every  ear.    But  righteous  heaven ! 
Britain  deferted,  friendlefs,  and  alone. 
Will  not  as  yet  defpair:  fhine  but  in  arms,  280 

O  Prince,  belov'd  by  all !  patron  profefs'd 
Of  liberty!  with  every  virtue  crown'd ! 
Millions  fhall  crowd  her  ftrand ;  and  her  white  cliffs. 
As  TeneriiF,  or  Atlas  firm,  defy 
The  break  of  feas,  and  malice  of  her  foes;  285 

Nor  tlie  proud  Gaul  prevail  where  Csefar  fail'd. 

N  O  T  E  S 
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NOTES. 
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Ver.  18.  Straits  of  Thermopylae.  See  the  llory 
of  Xerxes. 

Ver.  103.  The  place  where  the  hern  takes  his 
ftand,  watching  his  prey. 

Ver.  169.  This  is  done  to  prevent  his  hurting  the 
hawk  :  they  generally  alfo  break  their  legs. 

Ver.  172.  The  reward  of  the  hawk  made  of  the 
brains,  marrow,  and  blood,  which  they  call  in  Ita- 
lian, Soppa. 

Ver.  1 74.  No  man  was  permitted  to  llioot  within 
600  yards  of  the  eyrie,  or  nell  of  an  hern,  under  great 
penalties. 

Ver.  176.  The  hern's  top  worn  at  coronations 
here,  and  by  the  great  men  in  Afia  in  their  turbans. 
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T   O 

V/ILLIAM   SOMERVILE  of  Warwickfhire,  Efqj 
On  reading  feveral  of  his  excellent  Poems. 

By    A    L    L    A    N      RAMSAY, 

CIR;>  I  have  read,  and  much  admire. 

Your  Mufe's  gay  and  eafy  flow, 
Warm'd  with  that  true  Idaiian  fire 

That  gives  the  bright  and  chearful  glow. 

I  conn'd  each  line  with  joyous  care. 

As  I  can  fuch  from  fun  to  fun ; 
And,  like  the  glutton  o'er  his  fare 

Delicious,  thought  them  too  foon  done. 

The  witty  fmile,  nature  and  art. 

In  all  your  numbers  fo  combine. 
As  to  complete  their  juft  defcrt. 

And  grace  them  with  uncommon  Ihine. 

Delighted  we  your  Mufe  regard. 

When  fhe  like  Pindar's  fpreads  her  wings ; 

And  virtue,  being  its  own  reward, 
ExprefTes  by  the  Sifter  Springs. 

Emotions  tender  croud  the  mind. 
When  with  the  royal  bard  you  go, 

To  figh  in  notes  divinely  kind, 

<*  The  mighty  falPn  on  mount  Gilbo." 

Vol.  XL.  M  Much 
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Much  furely  was  the  virgin's  joy. 
Who  with  the  Iliad  had  your  lays ; 

For  e'er,  and  fmce  the  fiege  of  Troy, 
We  all  delight  in  love  and  praife. 

Thefe  heaven-born  pafEons,  Tuch  defire, 

I  never  yet  could  think  a  crime ; 
But  firft-rate  virtues  which  infpire 

The  foul  to  reach  at  the  fublime» 

But  often  men  miilake  the  way. 

And  pump  for  fame  by  empty  boaft. 

Like  your  "  gilt  Afs,"  who  ftood  to  bray. 
Till  in  a  flame  his  tail  he  loft. 

Him  *^'  th'  incurious  Bencher"  hits. 
With  his  own  tale,  fo  tight  and  clean, 

That,  while  I  read,  ftreams  gufh,  by  fiu 
Of  hearty  laughter,   from  my  een. 

Old  Chaucer>  bard  of  vail  ingine, 
Fontaine  and  Prior,  who  have  fung 

Blyth  tales  the  bell;  had  they  heard  thine    ' 
On  Lob,  they'd  own'd  themfelves  out-done. 

The  plot 's  purfued  with  fo  much  glee. 
The  too  officious  "  Dog  and  Priell,'* 

The  **  Squire  opprefs'd,"  I  own  for  me, 
I  never  heard  a  better  jell. 


Pope 
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Pope  well  defcrlb'd  an  Omber  Game, 

And  "  King  revenging  Captive  Queen 5" 

He  merits ;  but  had  won  more  fame. 
If  author  of  your  **  Bowling-green." 

You  paint  your  parties,  plaV  each  bowl. 
So  natural,  juft,  and  with  fuch  eafe. 

That,   while  I  read,  upon  my  foul  ! 
I  wonder  how  I  chance  to  pleafe. 

Yet  I  have  pleas'd,  and  pleafe  the  bell; 

And  fure  to  me  laurels  belong. 
Since  Britifh  fair,  and  'mongft  the  befl, 

Somervile's  confort  likes  my  fong. 

Ravilh'd  I  heard  th'  harmonious  fair 

Sing,  like  a  dweller  of  the  fky. 
My  verfes  with  a  Scotian  air; 

Then  faints  were  not  fo  blell  as  I. 

In  her  the  valued  charms  unite ; 

She  really  is  what  all  would  feera. 
Gracefully  handfome,  wife  and  fvveet : 

'Tis  merit  to  have  her  efteem. 

Your  noble  kinfman,  her  lov'd  mate, 

Whofe  worth  claims  all  the  world's  refpefl. 

Met  in  her  love  a  fmiling  fate. 

Which  has,  and  mull  have,  good  efFed* 
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You  both  from  one  great  lineage  fpring. 
Both  from  de  Somervile,  who  came, 

V/ith  William,  England's  conquering  king^ 
To  win  fair  plains,  and  lafting  fame. 

Whichnour  he  left  to  's  eldeft  fon ; 

That  firfl-born  chief  you  reprefent : 
His  fecond  came  to  Caledon, 

From  whom  our  Somer'le  takes  defcent. 

On  him  and  you  may  fate  beflow 

Sweet  balmy  health  and  chearful  fire. 

As  long  's  ye  'd  wilh  to  live  below. 
Still  blefl  with  all  you  would  defire. 

0  fir!   oblige  the  world,  and  fpread 
In  print  thofe  and  your  other  lays  ; 

This  Ihall  be  better'd  while  they  read. 
And  after-ages  found  your  praife. 

1  could  enlarge — but  if  I  fhould 

On  what  you  Ve  wrote,  my  Ode  would  run 
Too  great  a  length — Your  thoughts  fo  croud. 
To  note  them  all,  I'd  ne'er  have  done. 

Accept  this  offering  of  a  Mufe, 

Who  on  her  Pidland  hills  ne'er  tires : 

Nor  fhould  (when  worth  invites)  refufe 
To  fmg  the  perfon  Ihe  admires. 


AN 
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AN  ODE. 

Humbly  infcribed  to  the  Duke  of  Marlborough, 
upon  his  Removal  from  all  his  Places. 

"  Virtus  repulfe  nefcia  fordidae 
**  Intaminatis  fulget  honoribus, 
**  Nee  fumit,  aut  ponit  fecures, 

**  Arbitrio  popularis  aurae.'*  Hor, 

I. 

■\T7HEN,  in  meridian  glory  bright. 

You  fhine  with  more  illultrious  rays. 
Above  the  Mufe's  weaker  flight. 
Above  the  Poet's  praife. 
In  vain  the  goddefs  mounts  her  native  fkies. 
In  vain,  with  feeble  wings,  attempts  to  rife ; 
In  vain  fhe  toils  to  do  her  hero  right, 
Loft  in  excefs  of  day,  and  boundlefs  tracks  of  light. 
The  Theban  fwan  with  daring  wings. 
And  force  impetuous,  foars  on  high. 
Above  the  clouds  fublimely  fings. 
Above  the  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
But  what,  alas  !   would  Pindar  do. 
Were  his  bold  Mufe  to  fmg  of  you  ? 
Can  Chromius'  ftrength  be  nam'd  with  yours  ? 
Can  mimic  fights  and  fportive  war 
With  Schellembergh's  demolifn'd  towers. 
Or  Blenheim's  bloody  field  compare  ? 
The  Bard  would  blufli  at  Theron's  fpeed. 
When  Marlborough  mounts  the  fiery  fteed ; 

M  3  And 
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And  the  defpairing  foe  's  purfued 
Tljrough  towns  and  provinces  ftibdued. 
Fond  poet,  fpare  thy  empty  boaft. 
In  vain  thy  chariots  raife  (o  great  a  dull; 
See" Britain's  hero  with  whole  armies  flies. 
To  execute  his  vaft  defigns. 
To  pafs  the  Scheld,  to  force  the  lines. 
Swift  as  thy -fmoking  car,  to  win  th'  Olympic  prize. 
But  now,  when,  with  diminifh'd  light. 
And  beams  more  tolerably  bright. 
With  lefs  of  grandeur  and  furprize. 
Mild  you  defcend  to  mortal  eyes ; 
Your  fetting  glories  charm  us  more. 
Than  all  your  dazzling  pomp  before. 
Your  worth  is  better  underllood. 
The  hero  more  diilindlly  view'd. 
Glad  we  behold  him  not  fo  great  as  good. 
True  virtue's  amiable  face 
Improves,  when  fliaded  by  difgrace; 
A  lively  fenfe  of  confcious  worth. 
Calls  all  her  hidden  beauties  forth  ; 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  lovely  ray. 
And,  by  her  own  intrinfic  light,  creates  a  nobler  day. 

II. 
Let  fickle  Chance  with  partial  hands  divide 
Her  gaudy  pomp,  her  tinfel  pride  ; 
Who  to  her  knaves  and  fools  fupplies 
Thofe  favours  which  the  brave  defpife. 
Let  Fa£lion  raife  the  faucy  crowd. 
And  call  her  multitude  to  arms ; 

Let 


I 
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Let  Envy's  vipers  hifs  aloud. 

And  rouze  all  hell  with  dire  alarms : 
Go  ihake  the  rocks,  and  bid  the  hills  remove; 

Yet  ftill  the  hero's  mind  fliall  be 

Unchangeable,  refolv'd,  and  free, 
Fix'd  on  its  bafe,  firm  as  the  throne  of  Jove. 
Britons,  look  back  on  thofe  aufpicious  days, 
On  Ifter's  banks  when  your  great  leader  itood. 
And  with  your  gafping  foes  incumber'd  all  the  flood. 

Or  when  Ramillia's  bloody  plain 

Was  fatten'd  with  the  mighty  flain ; 
Or  when  Blaregnia's  ramparts  were  afTail'd, 

With  force  that  heaven  itfelf  had  fcal'd.    ■ 

Did  then  reviling  pens  profane 

Your  Marlborough's  facred  name  ? 
Did  noify  tribunes  then  debauch  the  crowd  ? 
Did  their  unrighteous  votes  blafpheme  aloud? 

Did  mercenary  tools  confpire 
To  curfe  the  hero  whom  their  foes  admire  ? 
No  ! — The  contending  nations  fung  his  praife; 
While  bards  of  every  clime 

Exert  their  moft  triumphant  lays. 
No  thought  too  great,  no  didion  too  fablime. 
Hail,  glorious  prince  !  'tis  not  for  thee  we  grieve. 

For  thy  invulnerable  fame 

No  diminution  can  receive. 

Thou,  mighty  man  1  art  ftill  the  fame. 

Thy  purer  gold  eludes  the  flame ; 
This  fiery  trial  makes  thy  virtue  fliine. 
And  perfecution  crov/ns  thy  brows  with  rays  divine. 

M  4.  But 
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But  what,  alas !   fhall  fainting  Europe  do  ? 

How  ftand  the  Ihock  of  her  imperious  foe  ? 
What  fuccefTor  fhall  bear  the  weight 
Of  all  our  cares  ?  and  prop  the  Itate  ? 
Since  thou  our  Atlas  art  remov'd, 
O  befl  deferving  chief !  and  therefore  bell  belov'd  ? 

III. 
To  your  own  Blenheim's  blifbfal  feat. 
From  this  ungrateful  world  retreat ; 
A  gift  unequal  to  that  hero's  worth. 
Who  from  the  peaceful  Thames  led  our  bold  Britons 
To  free  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine;         [forth. 
Who  by  the  thunder  of  his  arms 
Shook  the  proud  Rhone  with  loud  alarms> 
And  rais'd  a  tempeil  in  the  trembling  Seine. 
After  the  long  fatigues  of  war, 
Repofe  your  envy'd  virtues  here  ; 
Enjoy,  my  lord,  the  fweet  repaft 
Of  all  your  glorious  toils, 
A  pleafure  that  fhall  ever  lafl. 
The  mighty  comfort  that  proceeds 
From  the  jufl  fenfe  of  virtuous  deeds. 
Content  with  endlefs  fame,  contemn  the  meaner  fpolls. 
Pomona  calls,  and  Pan  invites. 
To  rural  pleafures,  chafte  delights ; 
The  orange  and  the  citron  grove 
Will  by  your  hand  alone  improve ; 
Would  fain  their  gaudy  liveries  wear. 
And  wait  your  prefence  to  revive  the  year. 

In 
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In  this  Elyfium,  more  than  blefl. 

Laugh  at  the  vulgar's  fenfelefs  hate. 

The  politician's  vain  deceit. 

The  fawning  knave,  the  proud  ingrate. 

Revolve  in  your  capacious  brealt 

The  various  unforefeen  events. 

And  unexpected  accidents. 
That  change  the  flattering  fcene,and  overturn  the  great. 

Frail  are  our  hopes,  and  ihort  the  date 

Of  grandeur's  tranfitory  ftate. 

Corinthian  brafs  fhall  melt  away. 

And  Parian  marble  fhall  decay ; 
The  vaft  Coloflus,  that  on  either  fhore 

Exulting  flood,  is  now  no  more ; 

Arts  and  artificers  fhall  die. 

And  in  one  common  ruin  lie. 
Behold  your  own  majeftic  palace  rife. 

In  hafte  to  emulate  the  Ikies ; 

The  gilded  globes,  the  pointed  fpiresr 

See  the  proud  dome's  ambitious  height. 

Emblem  of  power  and  pompous  flate. 
Above  the  clouds  afpires : 

Yet  Vulcan's  fpight,  or  angry  jove. 

May  foon  its  towering  pride  reprove. 

Its  painted  glories  fcon  efface. 
Divide  the  ponderous  roof,  and  fhake  the  folid  bafe* 
Material  ilruftures  mufl  fubmit  to  fate. 
But  virtue  which  alone  is  truly  great. 

Virtue  like  yours,  my  lord,  fhall  be 

Secure  of  immortality. 

Nor 
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Nor  foreign  force,  nor  faftious  rage. 
Nor  envy,  nor  devouring  age. 
Your  lalHng  glory  ftiall  impair. 
Time,  ihall  mvfterious  truths  declare. 
And  vvork^  of  darknefs  fhall  difclofe ; 
This  bleffing  is  referv'd  for  you 
T'  outlive  the  trophies  to  your  merit  due. 

And  malice  of  your  foes. 
If  glorious  aftions,  in  a  glorious  caufe. 

If  valour  negligent  of  praife, 
Deferving,  yet  retiring  from  applaufe. 
In  generous  minds  can  great  ideas  raife : 
If  Europe  fav'd,  and  liberty  reftor'd. 
By  fteady  conduct,  and  a  profperous  fword-. 
Can  claim  in  free-born  fouls  a  juft  efteem; 
Britain's  vidlorious  chief  fhall  be 
Rever'd  by  late  pollerity. 
The  hero's  pattern,  and  the  poet's  theme. 


ODE,  occafionedby  the  Duke  ofMARL  BO  rough's 
embarking  for  Ostend,  An.  17 12. 

*'  Interque  mcerentes  amicos 

**  Egregius  properavit  exul.'*  Hor. 

"\7'  ^  powers,  who  rule  the  boundlefs  deep, 

Whofe  dread  commands  the  winds  obey. 
To  roll  the  waters  on  a  heap. 
Or  fmooth  the  liquid  way : 
>:  Propitious 
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Propitious  hear  Britannia's  prayer, 

Britannia's  hope  is  now  your  care. 

Whom  oft  to  yonder  diftant  fhore. 

Your  hofpitable  billows  bore. 

When  Europe  in  diftrefs  implor'd 

Relitf  from  his  vidlorious  fword; 

Who,  when  the  mighty  work  was  done. 

Tyrants  repell'd,   and  battles  won. 
On  your  glad  waves,  proud  of  the  glorious  load. 
Thro'  thefe  your  watery  realms,  inyearlytriumphrode<» 

To  winds  and  Teas,  diftrefs'd  he  flies. 

From  ftorms  at  land,  and  fadion's  fpight: 

Though  the  more  fickle  crowd  denies. 
The  winds,  the  feac,  fliall  do  his  virtue  right. 

Be  hufht,  ye  winds !  be  ftill,  ye  feas  1 

Ye  billows  fleep  at  eafe, 

And  in  your  rocky  caverns  reft  1 
.Let  all  be  calm  as  the  great  hero's  breaft. 

Here  no  unruly  paflions  reign, 

Nor  fervile  fear,  nor  proud  difdain. 

Each  wilder  luft  is  banifh'd  hence, 
'Where  gentle  love  prefides,  and  mild  benevolence. 

Here  no  gloomy  cares  arife, 

Confcious  honour  ftill  fupplies. 

Friendly  hope,  and  peace  of  mind. 

Such  as  dying  martyrs  find. 
Serene  within,  no  guilt  he  knows. 
While  all  his  wrongs  fit  heavy  on  his  foes. 

11.  Say, 


aew  d,    > 
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II. 

Say,  Mufe,  what  hero  fhall  I  fing. 

What  great  example  bring. 
To  parallel  this  mighty  wrongr 
And  with  his  graceful  woes  adorn  my  fong  ? 
Shall  brave  Themiilocles  appear 
Before  the  haughty  Perfian's  throne  ? 
While  conquer'd  chiefs  confefs  their  fear. 
And  ihatter'd  fleets  his  triumphs  own ; 
In  admiration  fix'd,  the  monarch  flood. 
With  fecret  joy,  his  glorious  prize  he  view 
Of  more  intriniic  worth  than  provinces  fubdued 
Or  faithful  Ariftides,  fent. 
For  being  juft,  to  baniihment. 
He  writ  the  rigid  fentence  down. 
He  pitied  the  mifguided  clown. 
Or  him,  who,  when  brib'd  orators  mifled 
The  fadlious  tribes,  to  hoftile  Sparta  fled.j 
The  vile  ingrateful  crowd, 
Proclaim'd  their  impious  joy  aloud. 
But  foon  the  fools  difcover'd  to  their  coft, 
Athens  in  Alcibiades  was  loft. 
Or,  if  a  Roman  name  delight  thee  more. 

The  great  Dictator's  fate  deplore, 
Camillus  againft  noify  fadion  bold. 
In  victories  and  triumphs  old. 

Ungrateful  Rome ! 
Puniih'd  by  heaven's  avenging  doom. 
Scon  fhall  thy  ardent  vows  invite  him  home. 

The 
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The  mighty  chieftain  foon  recall. 

To  prop  the  falling  capitol. 
And  fave  his  country  from  the  perjur'd  Gaul. 

Search,  Mufe,  the  dark  records  of  time. 

And  every  fhameful  ftory  trace. 

Black  with  injuftice  and  difgrace. 

When  glorious  merit  was  a  crime ; 
Yet  thefe,  all  thefe,   but  faintly  can  exprefs 
•Folly  without  excufe,  and  madnefs  in  excefs. 

III. 
The  nobleft  object  that  our  eyes  can  blefs. 
Is  the  brave  man  triumphant  in  diftrefs ; 

Above  the  reach  of  partial  fate. 

Above  the  vulgar's  praife  or  hate,        [deprefs. 
Whom  no  feign'd  fmiles  can  raife,  no  real  frowns 
View  him,  ye  Britons,  on  the  naked  fhore, 
Refolv'd  to  truft  your  faithlefs  vows  no  more, 
That  mighty  man !   who  for  ten  glorious  years 
Surpafs'd  our  hopes,  prevented  all  our  prayers. 

A  name,  in  every  clime  renown'd. 

By  nations  blefs 'd,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 
In  folemn  jubilees  our  days  we  fpent. 
Our  hearts  exulting  in  each  grand  event. 

Fa£lions  applaud  the  man  they  hate. 
And  with  regret,  to  pay  their  painful  homage  wait. 

Have  I  not  feen  this  crowded  fhore. 

With  multitudes  all  cover'd  o'er? 

While  hills  and  groves  their  joy  proclaim, 

A.nd  echoing  rocks  return  his  name. 

Attentive 
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Attentive  on  the  lovely  form  they  gaze : ' 

He  with  a  chearful  fmile, 
Glad  to  revifit  this  his  parent  ifle. 
Flies  from  their  incenfe,  and  efcapes  their  praife. 

Yes,  Britons,  view  him  ftill  unmov'd, 
Unchang'd,  though  lefs  belov'd. 
His  generous  foul  no  deep  refentment  fires. 
But,  bluiliing  for  his  country's  crimes,  the  kind  good 
Ev'n  now  he  fights  for  this  devoted  ifle,  [man  retires. 
And  labours  to  preferve  his  native  foil. 
Diverts  the  vengeance  which  jull  heaven  prepares, 
Accus'd,  difarm'd,  protects  us  with  his  prayers. 
Obdurate  hearts !  cannot  fuch  merit  move  ? 
The  hero's  valour,  nor  the  patriot's  love? 
FJy,  goddefs,  fly  this  inaufpicious  place ; 

Spurn  at  the  vile  degenerate  race. 
Attend  the  glorious  exile,  and  proclaim 

In  other  climes  his  lafting  fame. 
Where  honefl  hearts,  unknowing  to  forget 

The  bleiTmgs  from  his  arms  receiv'd, 

Confefs  with  joy  the  mighty  debt. 
Their  altars  refcued,  and  their  gods  reliev'd. 

IV. 
Nor  fails  the  hero  to  a  clime  unknown. 
Cities  preferv'd,  their  great  deliverer  own : 

Impatient  crowds  about  him  prefs. 

And  with  fmcere  devotion  blefs. 
Thofe  plains,  often  years  war  the  bloody  ftagCj 
(Where  panting  nations  ftruggled  to  be  free 

And  life  exchang'd  for  liberty) 

Retain  the  marks  of  ftern  Beilona's  rage. 

Th^ 
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The  doubtful  hind  miftakes  the  field 

His  fruitlefs  toil  fo  lately  till'd: 
Here  deep  intrenchments  funk,  and  vales  appear. 

The  vain  retreats  of  Gallic  fear; 
.  There  new-created  hills  deform  the  plain. 

Big  with  the  carnage  of  the  flain : 

Thefe  monuments,  when  faftion's  fpight 

Has  fpit  its  poifonous  foam  in  vain. 

To  endlefs  ages  (hall  proclaim 

The  matchlefs  warrior's  might. 
The  graves  of  llaughter'd  foes  fhall  do  his  valour  right. 

Thefe  when  the  curious  traveller 
.  .  Amaz'd  fhall  view,  and  vAxh.  attentive  care 
Trace  the  fad  footfteps  of  deflrudlive  war ; 

Succeffive  bards  {hall  tell. 
How  Marlborough  fought,  how  gafping  tyrants  fell. 
Alternate  chiefs  confefs'd  the  victor's  fame, 
Pleas'd  and  excus'd  in  their  fuccefTor's  Ihame. 

In  every  change,  in  every  form. 

The  Proteus  felt  his  conquering  arm: 
Convinc'd  of  weaknefs,  in  extreme  defpair. 
They  lurk'd  behind  their  lines,  and  wag'dalazy  war. 
Nor  lines  nor  forts  could  calm  the  foldier's  fear, 

Surpriz'd  he  found  a  Marlborough  there. 
Nature,  nor  art,  his  eager  rage  withftood. 
He  meafur'd  diftant  plains,  he  forc'd  the  rapid  flood. 

He  fought,  he  conquer'd,  he  purfued. 
In  years  advanc'd,  with  youthful  vigour  warm'd. 
The  work  of  ages  in  a  day  perform'd. 
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When  kindly  gleams  diflblve  the  winter  fnows 
From  Alpine  hills,  with  fuch  impetuous  halte 
The  icy  torrent  flows ; 
In  vain  the  rocks  oppofe. 
It  drives  along  enlarg'd,  and  lays  the  regions  walle. 
Stop,  goddefs,  thy  prefumptuous  flight. 
Nor  foar  to  fuch  a  dangerous  height, 
Raife  not  the  ghofl:  of  his  departed  fame. 
To  pierce  our  confcious  fouls  v/ith  guilty  fhame: 
But  tune  thy  harp  to  humbler  lays. 
Nor  meditate  oiFenfive  praife. 

To  Mr.  ADDISON,  occafioned  by  his  pur- 
chafing  an  Eftate  in  Warwickshire. 

*'  —-En  erit  unquam 
*'  Ille  dies,  mihi  cum  liceat  tua  dicere  fafta! 
"  En  erit,  ut  liceat  totum  mihi  ferre  per  orbem, 
**  Sola  Sophocleo  tua  carmina  digna  cothurno!'* 

ViRG. 

'nr^O  the  gay  town  where  guilty  pleafure  reigns, 

■*-     The  wife  good  man  prefers  our  humble  plains : 

Neglefted  honours  on  his  merit  wait. 

Here  he  retires  when  courted  to  be  great. 

The  world  re'ligning  for  this  calm  retreat. 

His  foul  with  wifdom's  choicefl  treafures  fraught. 

Here  proves  in  pradlice  each  fublimer  thought. 

And  lives  by  rules  his  happy  pen  has  taught. 

Great  Bard !  how  fhall  my  worthlefs  Mufe  afpire 

To  reach  your  praife,  without  your  facred  fire  ? 

From 
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From  tiic  judicious  critic's  piercing  eyes. 
To  the  beft-natur'd  man  fecure  (he  flies. 

When  panting  virtue  her  laft  efforts  made. 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin's  aid; 
Prefumptuous  Folly  blufh'd,  and  Vice  withdrew. 
To  vengeance  yielding  her  abandon'd  crew. 
'I'is  true,  confederate  wits  their  forces  join, 
Farnaflus  labours  in  the  work  divine  r 
Yet  thefe  we  read  with  too  impatient  eyes. 
And  hunt  for  you  through  every  dark  difguife ; 
In  vain  your  modefty  that  name  conceals. 
Which  every  thought,  which  every  word,  reveals. 
With  like  fuccefs  bright  Beauty's  Goddefs  tries 
To  veil  immortal  charms  from  mortal  eyes ; 
Her  graceful  port,  and  her  celeflial  mien. 
To  her  brave  fon  betray  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
Odours  divine  perfume  her  rofy  breaft. 
She  glides  along  the  plain  ia  majelly  confels'd. 
Hard  was  the  tafk,  and  worthy  your  great  mind. 
To  pleafe  at  once,  and  to  reform  mankind  : 
Yet,  when  you  write.  Truth  charms  with  fuch  addrcfs. 
Pleads  Virtue's  caufe  with  fuch  becoming  grace. 
His  ovvn  fond  heart  the  guilty  wretch  betrays. 
He  yields  delighted,  and  convinc'd  obeys : 
You  touch  our  follies  with  fo  nice  a  fkill. 
Nature  and  habit  prompt  in  vain  to  ill. 
Nor  can  it  leiTen  the  Spedator's  praife. 
That  from  your  friendly  hand  he  wears  the  bays ; 
His  great  defign  all  ages  fhall  commend'. 
But  more  his^  happy  choice  in'fucH  a  friend. 

Vol.  XL.  N  So 
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So  the  fair  queen  of  night  the  world  relieves. 
Nor  at  the  fun's  fuperior  honour  grieves. 
Proud  to  refled  the  glories  {he  receives. 

When  dark  oblivion  is  the  warrior's  lot, 
His  merits  cenfur'd,  and  his  vvcunds  forgot ; 
When  burniih'd  helms  and  gilded  armour  ruft. 
And  each  proud  trophy  fmks  in  common  dull : 
Frefh  blooming  honours  deck  the  poet's  brows. 
He  fhares  the  mighty  bleffings  he  bellows. 
His  fpreading  fame  enlarges  as  it  flows. 
Had  not  your  Mufe  in  her  immortal  llrain 
Defcrib'd  the  glorious  toils  on  Blenheim's  plain, 
Ev'n  Marlborough  might  have  fought,  and  Dor- 
mer bled  in  vain. 
When  honour  calls,   and  the  jull  caufe  infplres, 
Britain's  bold  fons  to  emulate  their  fires ; 
Your  Mufe  thefe  great  examples  Ihall  fupply. 
Like  that  to  conquer,  or  like  this  to  die. 
Contending  nations  antient  Homer  claim. 
And  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name  ; 
Our  happier  foil  the  prize  fhali  yield  to  none^ 
Ardenna's  groves  fnall  boafl  an  Addifon. 
Ye  filvan  powers,  and  all  ye  rural  gods, 
That  guard  thefe  peaceful  Ihades,  and  blefl  abodes  ; 
For  your  new  gueil  your  choicell  gift5  prepare. 
Exceed  his  wifhes,  and  prevent  his  prayer  ; 
Grant  him,  propitious,  freedom,  health,  and  peace, 
And  as  his  virtues,  let  his  llores  increafe. 
His  laviili  hand  no  deity  Ihall  mourn. 
The  pious  bard  fliall  make  ajuil  return; 

In 
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In  lallmo;  verfe  etcrriAl  altars  raife. 

And  over-pay  your  bounty  with  his  praife. 

Tune  every  reed,  touch  every  ftring,  ye  fwains. 
Welcome  the  ftranger  to  thefe  happy  plains. 
With  hymns  of  joy  in  folemn  pomp  attend 
Apollo's  darling,  and  the  Mufes'  friend. 

Ye  nymphs,that  haunt  the  dreams  and  fliady  groves. 
Forget  a  while  to  mourn  your  abfent  loves ; 
In  fong  and  fpordve  dance  ycur  joy  proclaim, 
In  yielding  bluihes  own  your  rifmg  flame 
Be  kind,  ye  nymphs,  nor  let  him  figh  in  vai 

Each  land  remote  your  curious  eye  has  view'd. 
That  Grecian  arts^  or  Roman  arms  fubdu'd. 
Search  every  region,  every  diftant  foil. 
With  pleafmg  labour  and  inftruclive  toil  : 
Say  then,  accomplifh'd  Bard  !   What  god  inclin'd 
To  thefe  our  humble  plains  your  generous  mind  ? 
Nor  would  you  deign  in  Latian  felds  to  dwell. 
Which  none  know  better,  or  defcribe  fo  well. 
In  vain  ambrofial  fruits  invite  your  ftay. 
In  vain  the  myrtle  groves  obflru(5l  your  way. 
And  dudlile  llreams  that  round  the  borders  ftray. 
Your  wifer  choice  prefers  this  fpot  of  earth, 
Dlflinguifli'd  by  th'  immortal  Shakefpear's  birth ; 
Where  through  the  vales  the  fair  Avona  glides. 
And  nouriflies  the  glebe  with  fattening  tides ; 
Flora's  rich  gifts  deck  all  the  verdant  foil. 
And  plenty  crowns  the  happy  farmer's  toil. 
Here,   on  the  painted  borders  of  the  flood. 
The  babe  was  born ;  his  bed  with  rofes  llrow'd : 

N  z  Here 
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Here  in  an  ancient  venerable  dome, 

Opprefs'd  with  grief,  we  view  the  poet*s  tomb. 

Angels  unfeen  watch  o'er  his  hallow'd  urn. 

And  in  foft  elegies  complaining  mourn : 

While  the  blefs'd  faint,  in  loftier  itrains  above. 

Reveals  the  wonders  of  eternal  love. 

The  heavens,  delighted  in  his  tuneful  lays. 

With  fiient  joy  attend  their  Maker's  praife. 

In  heaven  he  fmgs;  on  earth  your  Mufe  fupplies 

Th'  Important  lofs,  and  heals  our  weeping  eyes, 

Corredtly  great,  fhe  melts  each  flinty  heart. 

With  equal  genius,  but  fuperior  art. 

Hail,  happy  pair  !  ordain'd  by  turns  to  blefs. 

And  fave  a  fmking  nation  in  diftrefs. 

By  great  examples  to  reform  the  crowd. 

Awake  their  zeal,  and  warm  their  irozen  blood. 

When  Brutus  ftrikcs  for  liberty  and  laws. 

Nor  fpares  a  father  in  his  country's  caufe ; 

Jultice  fevere  applauds  the  cruel  deed, 

A  tyrant  fuffers,  and  the  uorld  is  freed. 

But,  when  we  fee  the  godlike  Cato  bleed, 

The  nation  weeps  ;  and  from  thy  fate,  oh  Rome  I 

Learns  to  prevent  her  own  impending  doom. 

Where  is  the  wretch  a  worthlefs  life  can  prize. 

When  Senates  are  no  more,  and  Cato  dies  .'' 

Indulgent  forrow,   and  a  pleafmg  pain. 

Heaves  in  each  breaft,  and  beats  in  every  vein. 

Th'  expiring  patriot  animates  the  crowd, 

Bold  they  demand  their  ancient  rights  aloud. 

The  dear-bought  purchafe  of  their  fathers'  blood. 

Fair 
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Fair  Liberty  her  head  majeftic  rears. 

Ten  thoufand  bleflinffs  in  her  bofom  bears : 

Serene  fne  fmiles,  revealing  all  her  charms. 

And  calls  her  free-born  youth  to  glorious  arms. 

FadTion  's  repcll'd,  and  grumbling  leaves  her  prev. 

Forlorn  (he  fits,  and  dreads  the  fatal  day, 

When  eailern  gales  fhall  fweep  her  hopes  away. 

Such  ardent  zeal  vour  Mufe  alone  could  raife. 

Alone  reward  it  Avith  imm.ortal  praife. 

Ages  to  come  fhall  celebrate  your  fame. 

And  refcued  Britain  blefs  the  poet's  name. 

So  when  the  dreaded  powers  of  Sparta  fail'd, 

Tyrtsus  and  Athenian  wit  prevail'd. 

'loo  weak  the  laws  by  wife  Lycurgus  made. 

And  rules  fevere  without  the  Mufes'  aid : 

He  touch'd  the  trembling  firings,  the  poet's  fong 

Rcviv'd  the  faint,  and  made  the  feeble  flrong ; 

Recall'd  the  living  to  the  dulh'  plain. 

And  to  a  better  life  reflor'd  the  fiain. 

The  viftor-holl:  amaz'd,  with  h(irror  view'd 

Th*  afTembllng  troops,  and  all  the  v.ar  renew'd ; 

To  more  than  mortal  courage  quit  the  Held, 

And  to  their  foes  th'  unfinilh'd  trophies  yield. 
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An  Imitation  of  Horace,  Book  IV.  Ode  ix. 

Infcribed  to  the  Right  Honourable  James  Stanhope, 
Efq;  one  of  his  Majefty's  principal  Secretaries  of 
State,  afterwards  Earl  Stanhope. 

T)  ORN  near  Avona's  winding  flream 

I  touch  the  trembling  lyre. 
No  vulgar  thoughts,  no  vulgar  theme. 

Shall  the  bold  Mufe  infpire. 
*Tis  immortality  's  her  aim  ; 

Sublime  fhe  mounts  the  fkies. 
She  climbs  the  fteep  afcent  to  fame. 
Nor  ever  ihall  want  force  to  rife. 
While  fhe  fupports  her  flight  with  Stanhope's  nam£. 
What  though  majeftic  Milton  ftands  alone 

Inimitably  great ! 
Bow  low,  ye  bards,  at  his  exalted  throne. 

And  lay  your  labours  at  his  feet ; 
Capacious  foul  I   whofe  boundlefs  thoughts  furvey 
Heaven,  hell,  earth,  fea ; 
Lo  !  where  th'  embattled  gods  appear. 
The  mountains  from  their  feats  they  tear. 
And  fhake  th'  empyreal  heavens  with  impious  war. 
Yet,  nor  Ihall  Milton's  ghoft  repine 
At  all  the  honours  we  bellow 
On  Addifon's  deferving  brow. 
By  whom  convinc'd,  we  own  his  work  divine, 
Whofe  fkilful  pen  has  done  his  merit  right. 
And  fet  the  jex^el  in  a  fairer  light. 

Eniiven'd 
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Enliven'd  by  his  bright  EfTay 
Each  flowery  fcene  appears  more  gay. 
New  beauties  fpring  in  Eden's  fertile  groves. 
And  by  his  culture  Paradife  improves. 
Garth,  by  Apollo  doubly  blcls'd. 
Is  by  the  god  entire  pofrefs'd : 

Age,  unwilling  to  depart. 
Begs  life  from  his  prevailing  fkill ; 

Youth,  reviving  from  his  art. 
Borrows  its  charms  and  power  to  kill : 
But  when  the  patriot's  injur'd  fame. 
His  country's  honour,  or  his  friends, 
A  more  extenfive  bounty  claim, 
•With  joy  the  ready  Mufe  attends. 
Immortal  honours  fhe  bellows, 
A  gift  the  Mufe  alone  can  give ; 
She  crowns  the  glorious  vidtor's  brows. 
And  bids  expiring  virtue  live. 
Nymphs  yet  unborn  fhall  melt  with  amorous  flames 

That  Congreve's  lays  infpire  ; 
And  Philips  warm  the  gentle  fwains 

To  love  and  foft  defire. 
Ah  !  (hun,  ye  fair,  the  dangerous  founds, 
Alas  !  each  moving  accent  wounds. 
The  fparks  conceal'd  revive  again 
The  god  reftor'd,  refumes  his  reign. 
In  killing  joys  and  pleaiing  pain. 
Thus  does  each  bard  in  different  garb  appear. 

Each  Mufe  has  her  peculiar  air. 
And  in  propriety  of  drefs  becomes  more  fair; 

N4  To 
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To  each,  impartial  Providence 

Well-chofen  gifts  beftows. 
He  I'aries  his  munificence. 
And  in  divided  jftreams  the  heavenjy  blefling  flows. 

II. 
If  we  look  back  on  ages  paft  and  gone. 

When  infant  Time  his  race  begun. 
The  diftant  view  flill  lefTens  to  our  fight, 
Obfcur'd  in  clouds,  and  veil'd  in  fhades  of  night. 
The  Mufe  alone  can  the  dark  fcenes  difplay. 
Enlarge  the  profpeft,  and  difclofe  the  day. 
'Tis  fhe  the  records  of  Umes  pall  explores. 
And  the  dead  hero  to  new  life  reftores. 
To  the  brave  man  wjio  for  his  country  died, 

Erefts  a  lafting  pyramid, 

Supports  his  dignity  and  fame, 

When  mouldering  pillars  drop  his  name. 
In  full  proportion  leads  her  warrior  forth, 

Difcovers  his  negledled  worth. 
Brightens  his  deeds,  by  envious  ruft  o'ercafl, 
T'  improve  the  prefent  age,  and  vindicate  the  paiL 
Did  not  the  Mufe  our  crying  wrongs  repeat. 

Ages  to  come  no  more  fhould  know 

Of  Lewis  by  oppreiTion  great 
Than  we  of  Nimrod  now  : 

The  meteor  Ihould  but  blaze  and  die, 
Dcpriv'd  of  the  reward  of  endlefs  infamy. 

Ev.'n  that  brave  chief,  who  fet  the  nations  free. 

The  greateil  uame  the  world  can  boaft. 

Without 
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Without  the  Mufe's  aid,   (hall  be 
"Sunk  ill  the  tide  of  time,  and  in  oblivion  lo(L 
The  fculptor's  hand  may  make  the  marble  live. 
Or  the  bold  pencil  trace 

The  wonders  of  that  lovely  face. 

Where  every  charm,  and  every  grace. 

That  man  can  wifh,  or  heaven  can  give. 

In  happy  union  join'd,  confefs 
The  hero  born  to  conquer,  and  to  blefs. 

Yet  vain,  alas !   is  every  art. 

Till  the  great  v/ork  the  Mufe  compleat. 

And  everlafting  fame  impart. 
That  foars  aloft,  above  the  reach,  of  fate. 
Hail,  happy  bard !  on  whom  the  gods  bellow 
A  genius  equal  to  the  vaft  defign, 
Whofe  thoughts  fublime  in  eafy  numbers  flow. 
While  Marlborough's  virtues  animate  each  line. 

How  ihall  our  trembling  fouls  furvey 

The  horrors  of  each  bloodv  dav; 

The  wreaking  carnage  of  the  plain 

Incumber'd  with  the  mighty  (lain. 

The  ftrange  variety  of  death. 
And  the  fad  murmurs  of  departing  breath f 
-Scamander's  ftreams  fhall  yield  to  Danube's  flood. 
To  the  dark  bofom  of  the  deep  purfued 
By  fiercer  flames,  and  ftain'd  with  nobler  blood. 

The  gods  fhall  arm  on  either  fide, 

Th'  important  quarrel  to  decide ; 
The  grand  event  embroil  the  realms  above. 
And  fa^iQH  i%y€i  in  ;lie  court  of  Jove ; 

While 
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While  heaven,  and  earth,  and  Tea,  and  air. 
Shall  feel  the  mighty  fhock  and  labour  of  the  war. 

III. 
Virtue  conceal'd  obfcurely  dies. 

Loft  in  the  mean  difguife 
Ofabjeftfloth,  deprefs'd,  unknown. 
Rough  in  its  native  bed  the  unwroaght  diamond  lies. 
Till  chance,  or  art,  reveal  its  worth  ; 
And  call  its  latent  glories  forth  ; 
But  when  its  radiant  charms  are  view'd. 
Becomes  the  idol  of  the  crowd. 
And  adds  new  luftre  to  the  monarch's  crown. 

What  Britifn  harp  can  lie  unftrung, 

W^hen  Stanhope's  fame  demands  a  fong? 
Upward,  ye  Mufes,  take  your  wanton  flight. 

Tune  every  lyre  to  Stanhope's  praife. 

Exert  your  moft  triumphant  lays, 
Nor  fufFer  fuch  heroic  deeds  to  fmk  in  endlefs  night. 
The  golden  Tagus  fhall  forget  to  flow. 

And  Ebro  leave  its  channel  dry. 

Ere  Stanhope's  name  to  time  iliall  bow^ 

And  loft  in  dark  oblivion  lie. 
Where  ihall  the  Mufe  begin  her  airy  flight? 

W^here  firft  dircifl  her  dubious  way  j 

Loft  in  variety  of  light. 

And  dazzled  in  excefs  of  day  } 
Wifdom  and  valour,  probity  and  truth. 
At  once  upon  the  labouring  fancy  throng. 
The  condud  of  old  age,  the  fire  of  youth. 
United  in  one  breaft  perplex  the  poet's  fong. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  virtues  which  difpers'd  and  rare 
The  gods  too  thriftily  beilow'd. 
And  fcatter'd  to  amufe  the  crowd. 
When  former  heroes  were  their  care  ; 
T'  exert  at  once  their  power  divine. 
In  thee,  brave  chief,  colledled  lliine. 
So  from  each  lovely  blooming  face 
Th*  ambitious  artift  ftole  a  grace. 
When  in  one  finifh'd  piece  he  drove 
To  paint  th'  all-glorious  Queen  of  Love*. 
Thy  provident  unbiafs'd  mind 
Knowing  in  arts  of  peace  and  war. 
With  indefatigable  care, 
Labours  the  good  of  human  kind: 

Ere6l  in  dangers,  modeft  in  fuccefs. 
Corruption's  everlafting  bane, 
Where  injur 'd  merit  finds  redrefs. 
And  worthlefs  villains  wait  in  vain. 
Though  fawning  knaves  befiege  thy  gate^ 
And  court  the  honeft  man  they  hate ; 
Thy  fteady  virtue  charges  through,  "% 

Alike  unerring  to  fubdue,  • 

As  when  on  Almanara's  plain  the  fcatter'd  fqua-  f 
drons  flew.  J 

Vain  are  th'  attacks  of  force  or  art. 

Where  Csfar's  arm  defends  a  Cato's  heart. 
Oh!   could  thy  generous  foul  difpenfe 
Through  this  unrighteous  age  its  facred  influence  ; 

Could  the  bafe  crowd  from  thy  example  learn 

To  trample  on  their  impious  gifts  with  fcorn. 

With 
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With  fhame  confounded  to  behold 

A  nation  for  a  trifle  fold, 

Dejc6led  fenates  fhculd  no  more 

Their  champion's  abfence  mourn, 
"Contending  boroughs  fhould  thy  name  return; 

Thy  bold  Philippicks  (hould  reftore 

Britannia's  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame. 
Nor  liberty  be  deem'd  an  empty  name. 
While  tyrants  trembled  on  a  foreio-n  fliore. 

No  fuelling  titles,  pomp,  and  Hate, 

The  trappings  of  a  magiftrate. 
Can  dignify  a  flave,  or  make  a  traitor  great. 

For,  carelefs  of  external  fhow. 

Sage  Nature  di<fi:ates  whom  t'  obey-. 

And  we  the  ready  homage  pay. 

Which  to  fuperior  gifts  we  owe. 
Merit  like  thine  repuls'd  an  empire  gains. 

And  virtue,  though  neglefted,  reigns. 

The  wretch  is  indigent  and  poor. 
Who  brooding  fits  o'-er  his  ill-gotten  (lore ; 
Trembling  with  guilt,  and  haunted  by  his  iin. 

He  feels  the  rigid  judge  within. 
Bat  they  alone  are  blefs'd,  who  wifely  know 
T'  enjoy  the  little  which  the  gods  bellow. 

Proud  of  their  glorious  wants,  difdaia 

To  barter  honefty  for  gain ; 

No  other  ill  but  fhame  they  fear. 

And  fcorn  to  purchafe  life  too  dear: 

Profufely  laviih  of  their  blood. 

For  their  dear  friends  or  country's  good. 

If 
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If  Britain  conquer,  can  rejoice  in  death. 
And  in  triumphant  fhouts  refign  their  breath. 

To   Dr.     MACKENZIE. 

/^  THOU,  whofe  penetrating  mind, 
^^^    Whofe  heart  benevolent,  and  kind,. 
Its  ever  prefent  in  diftrefs ; 
Glad  to  preferve,  and  proud  to  blefs : 
Oh!   leave  not  Arden's  faithful  grove. 
On  Caledonian  hills  to  rove. 
But  hear  our  fond  united  prayer. 
Nor  force  a  county  to  defpair. 

Let  homicides  in  Warwick-lane, 
With  hecatombs  of  viftlms  flain. 
Butcher  for  knighthood,  and  for  gain;, 
While  thou  purfuefl  a  nobler  aim. 
Declining  interefl  for  fame. 
Wheree'er  thy  Maker's  image  dwells,. 
In  gilded  roofs,  or  fmoky  cells. 
The  fame  thy  zeal :  o'erjoy'd  to  fave 
Thy  fellow-creatare  from  the  grave : 
For  well  thy  foul  can  underftand 
The  poor  man's  call  is  God's  command  f 
No  frail,  no  tranfient  good,  his  fee; 
But  heaven,  and  blefs'd  eternity. 
Nor  are  thy  labours  here  in  vain. 
The  pleafure  over-pays  the  pain. 
True  happinefs  (if  underftood) 
Confifts  alone,  in  doing  good ; 

Speak, 
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Speak,  all  ye  wife,  can  God  beflow. 
Or  man  a  greater  pleafure  know? 
See  where  the  grateful  father  bows ! 
His  tears  confefs  how  much  he  owes : 
His  fon,  the  darling  of  his  heart, 
Rellor'd  by  your  prevailing  ,irt ; 
His  houfe,  his  name,  redeem'd  by  you. 
His  ancient  honours  bloom  anew. 
But  oh  !  what  idioms  can  exprefs 
The  vaft  tranfcendant  happinefs 
The  faithful  hufband  feels  ?  his  wife. 
His  better  half,  recall'd  to  life  : 
See,  with  what  rapture  !   fee  him  view 
The  fhatter'd  frame  rebuilt  by  you ! 
See  health  rekindling  in  her  eyes ! 
See  baffled  death  give  up  his  prize ! 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  canft  thou  forbear. 
In  this  gay  fcene  to  claim  a  fhare  ? 
Does  not  -thy  blood  more  fwiftly  flow  ? 
Thy  heart  with  fecret  tr?,nfports  glow  ? 
Health,  life,  by  heaven's  indulgence  fent. 
And  thou  the  glorious  inftrument  1 
Safe  in  thy  art,  no  ills  we  fear. 
Thy  hand  fhall  plant  Elyfium  here ; 
Pale  Sicknefs  fliall  thy  triumphs  own. 
And  ruddy  Health  exalt  her  throne. 
The  fair,  renew'd  in  all  her  charms. 
Shall  fly  to  thy  protetfling  arras ; 
With  gracious  fmiles  repay  thy  care. 
And  leave  her  lovers  in  defpair. 

While 
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While  multitudes  applaud  and  blefs 

Their  great  afylum  in  dillrefs. 

My  humble  Mufe,  among  the  crowd. 

Her  joyful  Pceans  fmgs  aloud. 

Could  I  but  with  Masonian  flight 

Sublimely  foar  through  fields  of  light. 

Above  the  ftars  thy  name  Ihould  fhine. 

Nor  great  Machaon's  rival  thine  1 

But  father  Phoebus,  v/ho  has  done 

So  much  for  thee  his  favourite  fon, 

His  other  gifts  on  me  befiov/s 

With  partial  hands,  nor  hears  my  vows  : 

Oh  !  let  a  grateful  heart  fupply, 

What  the  penurious  powers  deny  ! 

THE        WIFE. 

T  MP  E  RIAL  Jove  (as  poets  fung  of  old) 
Was  coupled  to  a  more  imperial  fcold,) 
A  jealous,  termagant,  infulting  jade. 
And  more  obfcrvant  than  a  withered  maid: 
She  watch'd  his  waters  with  unweary'd  eyes. 
And  chac'd  the  god  through  every  fly  difguife, 
Out-brav'd  his  thunder  with  her  louder  voice. 
And  fhook  the  poles  with  everlafting  noife. 
At  midnight  revels  when  the  goffips  met. 
He  was  the  theme  of  their  eternal  chat : 
This  afk'd  what  form  great  Jove  would  next  devife. 
And  when  his  godfliip  would  again  Taurife  ? 

That 
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That  hinted  at  the  wanton  life  he  led 

With  Leda,  and  with  baby  Ganymede  : 

Scandals  and  lyes  went  merrily  about. 

With  heavenly  lambs-wool,  and  neclarial  ftout. 

Home  fhe  returns  ercd  with  l\ift  and  pride. 

At  bed  and  board  alike  unfatisfy'd ; 

The  hen-peck'd  God  her  angry  prefence  flies^ 

Or  at  her  feet  the  paffive  thunderer  lies. 

In. vain:  ftill  more  fhe  raves,  ftill  more  fhe  flornrs. 

And  heaven's  high  vaults  echo  her  loud  alarms: 

To  Bacchus,  merry  blade,  the  god  repairs. 

To  drown  in  nedlar  his  domeftic  cares. 

The  Fury  thither  too  purfues  the  chace. 

Palls  the  rich  juice,  and  poifons  every  glafs; 

Wine,  that  makes  cowards  brave,  the  dying  itrong. 

Is  a  poor  cordial  'gainlb  a  woman's  tongue. 

To  arms !  to  arms  !  th'  impetuous  Fury  cries. 

The  jolly  God  th'  impending  ruin  flies  : 

His  trembling  tigers  hide  their  fearful  heads,- 

Scar'd  at  a  fiercenefs  which  their  own  exceeds;; 

Bottles  aloft  like  burJling  bombs  refound; 

And  fmoking  fpout  their  liquid  ruin  round.;: 

Like  ftorms  of  hail  the  fcatter'd  fragments  fly,. 

Bruis'd  bowls  and  broken  glafs  obfcure  the  fky ; 

Tables,  and  chairs,  and  ftools,  together  hurl'd,. 

With  univerfaL  wreck  fright  all  the  nether  world. 

Such  was  the  clamour,  fuch  great  Jove's  furprize,. 

When  by  gigantic  hands  the  mountains  rife„ 

To  wrell  his  thunder,  and  invade  the  ikies. 

Who 
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Who  would  not  envy  Jove  eternal  life. 

And  vvilh  for  godhead  clogg'd  with  fuch  a  wife? 

If  e'er  it  be  my  wayward  fate  to  wed, 

Avert,  ye  powers,  a  Juno  from  my  bed  I 

Let  her  be  foolilh,  uglv,  crooked,  old. 

Let  her  be  whore,  or  any  thing  but  fcold  1 

With,  prayers  incefTant  for  my  lot  I  crave 

The  quiet  cuckold,  not  the  hen-peck'd  Have ; 

Or  give  me  peace  on  earth,  or  give  it  in  the  grave  '. 

In  Memory  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  MOORE. 

/^  F  humble  birth,  but  of  more  humble  mind, 
^^^   By  learning  much,  by  virtue  more  refin'd, 
A  fair  and  equal  friend  to  all  mankind. 
Parries  and  fe6ls,  by  fierce  divifions  torn. 
Forget  their  hatred,  and  confent  to  mourn ; 
Their  hearts  unite  in  undifTembled  v/oe. 
And  in  one  common  ftream  their  forrows  flow. 
Each  part  in  life  with  equnl  grace  he  bore. 
Obliging  to  the  rich,  a  father  to  the  pcor. 
From  fmful  riots  filently  he  fled. 
But  came  uubidden  to  the  fick  man's  bed. 
Manners  and  men  he  knew,  and  when  to  prefs 
The  poor  man's  caufe,  and  plead  it  with  fuccefs^ 
No  penal  laws  he  ftretch'd,  but  won  by  love 
His  hearers'  hearts,  unwilling  to  reprove. 
When  four  rebukes  and  harfher  language  fail. 
Could  with  a  lucky  jell,  or  merry  tale. 
O'er  ftubborn  fouls  in  Virtue's  caufe  prevail. 

Vol.  XL.  O  Whene'er 
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Whene'er  he  preach'd,  the  throng  attentive  ftoodi, 
Feafted  with  manna,  and  celeilial  food : 
He  taught  them  how  to  live,  and  how  to  die; 
Nor  did  his  alliens  give  his  words  the  lye. 

Go,  happy  fcul !   fublimely  take  thy  flight 
Through  fields  of  aether,  in  long  tracks  of  light. 
The  guefl  of  angels ;  range  from  place  to  place. 
And  view  thy  great  Redeemer  face  to  face. 

Juft  God!  eternal  fource  of  power  and  love! 
Whom  we  lament  on  earth,  give  us  above; 
Oh !   grant  us  our  companion  and  our  friend. 
In  blifs  without  alloy,  and  without  end ! 

EPITAPH 

Upon  HUGH  LUMBER,  Hufbandman. 

T  N  Cottages  and  homely  cells. 
True  Piety  neglecled  dwells; 
Till  call'd  to  heaven,  her  native  feat, 
W^here  the  good  man  alone  is  great : 
'Tis  then  this  humble  duft  fhall  rife. 
And  view  his  Judge  with  joyful  eyes.; 
While  haughty  tyrants  fhrink  afraid. 
And  call  the  mountains  to  their  aid. 


The 
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The  HIP.    To  William  Colmore,  Efq. 
The  Day  after  the  great  Meteor,  in  March  171  5. 

'T^^HIS  diimal  morn,  when  eaft  winds  blow. 

And  every  languid  pulfe  beats  low. 
With  face  moil  forrowfuUy  grim, 
And  head  opprefs'd  with  wind  and  whim. 
Grave  as  an  owl,  and  jafl  as  witty. 
To  thee  I  twang  my  doleful  ditty ; 
And  in  mine  own  dull  rhymes  would  nnd 
Mufic  to  foothe  my  refllefs  mind: 
But  oh !   my  friend,  I  fing  in  vain. 
No  doggrel  crai  relieve  my  pain ; 
Since  thou  art  gone  my  heart's  defire. 
And  heaven,  and  earth,  and  fea  confpire. 
To  make  my  miferies  compleat; 
Where  fhall  a  wretched  Hip  retreat  ? 
What  fhali  a  drooping  mortal  do. 
Who  pines  for  funihine  and  for  you? 
If  in  the  dark  alcove  I  dream. 
And  you,  or  Phillis,  is  my  theme. 
While  love  or  friendftip  warm  my  foul. 
My  fhins  are  burning  to  a  coal. 
If  rais'd  to  fpeculations  high, 
I  gaze  the  ftars  and  fpangled  iky. 
With  heart  devout  and  wondering  eye, 
Amaz'd  I  view  ilrange  globes  of  light. 
Meteors  with  horrid  luilre  bright. 
My  guilty  trembling  foul  affright. 

O  2  T« 
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To  mother  earth's  prolific  bed, 

Penfive  I  ftoop  my  giddy  head. 

From  thence  too  all  ray  hopes  are  fled. 

Nor  fiowers,  nor  grafs,  nor  fhrubs  appear. 

To  deck  the  fmiling  infant  year ; 

But  blafts  my  tender  blofToms  v^ound. 

And  defolation  reigns  around. 

If  fea-ward  m.y  dark  thoughts  I  bend, 

O!  where  will  my  misfortunes  end? 

My  loyal  foul  diftracled  meets 

Attainted  dukes,  and  *  Spaniih  fleets. 

Thus  jarring  elements  unite. 

Pregnant  with  wrongs,  and  arm'd  with  fpightj 

SucceiTive  mifchiefs  every  hour 

On  my  devoted  head  they  pour. 

VVhate'er  I  do,  wheree'er  I  go, 

'Tis  flill  an  endlefs  fcene  of  woe. 

'Tis  thus  difconfolate  I  mourn, 

I  faint,  I  die,  till  thy  return ; 

'Till  thy  briflc  wit,  and  humorous  vein, 

Reftore  me  to  myfelf  again. 

Let  others  vainly  feek  for  eafe. 

From  Galen  and  Hippocrates, 

I  fcorn  fuch  naufeous  aids  as  thefe. 

Hafte  then,  m^y  dear,  unbrib'd  attend. 

The  beft  elixir  is  a  friend. 


} 


•  Ar.  invafion  from  Spain  was  then  expefled. 

TO 
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TO      A      LAD    Y, 

Who  made  me  a  Prefent  of  a  Silver  Pen. 

Tj^ AIR-ONE,  accept  the  thanks  I  owe, 

'Tis  all  a  grateful  heart  can  do. 
If  e'er  my  foul  the  Mafe  infpire 
With  raptures  and  poetic  fire. 
Your  kind  munificence  I'll  praife. 
To  you  a  thoufand  altars  raife : 
Jove  {hall  dcfcend  in  golden  rain. 
Or  die  a  fwan;  but  fing  in  vain. 
Phcebus  the  witty  and  the  gay. 
Shall  quit  the  chariot  of  the  day. 
To  bafK  in  your  fuperior  ray. 
Your  charms  fhall  every  god  fubdue. 
And  every  goddefs  envy  you. 
Add  this  but  to  your  bounty's  (lore. 
This  one  great  boon,  I  afk  no  more: 
O  gracious  nymph,  be  kind  as  fair. 
Nor  with  difdain  negleft  my  prayer. 
So  fhall  your  goodnefs  be  confefs'd. 
And  I  your  flave  entirely  blefs'd: 
This  pen  no  vulgar  theme  fnall  ftain. 
The  nobleft  palm  your  gift  fhall  gain. 
To  write  to  you,  nor  write  in  vain. 


O  3  Prefenting 
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Prefenting  to  a  Lady  a  White  Rofe  and  a  Red  on 
the  Tenth  of  June. 

T  F  this  pale  rofe  offend  your  fight> 

It  in  your  bofom  wear ; 
'Tw-iil  blulh  to  find  itfelf  lefs  white. 
And  turn  Lancailrian  there. 

But,  Celia,  fhould  the  red  be  chofe. 

With  gay  vermilion  bright ; 
'Twould  ficken  at  each  blulh  that  glows^ 

And  in  defpair  turn  white. 

.Let  politicians  idly  prate. 

Their  Babels  build  in  vainj 
As  uncortrolable  as  fate, 

Imperial  Love  fhall  reign. 

Each  haughty  fadlion  fhall  obey. 

And  whigs  and  tories  join. 
Submit  to  your  defpotic  fway, 

Confefs  your  right  divine. 

Yet  this,  my  gracious  monarch,  own. 

They  *re  tyrants  that  opprefs ; 
'Tis  mercy  mufl:  fupport  your  throne. 

And  'tis  like  heaven  to  blefs. 

THE 
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THE    BOWLING-GREEN. 

"X  X/HERE  f:iir  Sabrina*s  wandering  currents  flow, 
A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  its  verdant  brow. 
Here  every  mem  while  fruitful  vapours  feed 
The  fweliing  blade,  and  blefs  the  fmoaking  mead, 
A  cruel  tvrant  reisrns :  like  time,  the  fwain 
Whets  his  unrighteous  fcythe,  and  {haves  the  plain. 
Beneath  each  Uroke  the  peeping  flowers  decay. 
And  all  th'  unripen'd  crop  is  fwept  away. 
The  heavy  roller  next  he  tugs  along, 
Whifs  his  fliort  pipe,  or  roars  a  rural  fong. 
With  carious  eye  then  the  prefs'd  turf  he  views. 
And  every  rifmg  prominence  fubdues. 

Now  when  each  craving  ftomach  was  v/ell-ilor'd. 
And  Church  and  King  had  travel'd  round  the  board. 
Hither  at  Fortune's  fhrine  to  pay  their  court. 
With  eager  hopes  the  motley  tribe  refort ; 
Attornies  fpruce,  in  their  plate-button'd  frocks. 
And  rofy  parfons  fat,  and  orthodox : 
Of  every  feft,  whigs,  papifts,  and  high-flyers, 
Cornuted  aldermen,  and  hen-peck'd  fquires : 
Fox-hunters,  quacks,  fcribblers  in  verfe  and  profe. 
And  half-pay  captains,  and  half-witted  beaux ; 
On  the  green  cirque  the  ready  racers  fland, 
Difpos'd  in  pairs,  and  tempt  the  bowler's  hand: 
Each  polifh'd  fphere  does  his  round  brother  own,. 
The  twins  diilinguifli'd  by  their  marks  are  knov.'n* 

O  4,  As 
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As  the  ftrong  rein  guides  the  well-manag'd  horfc. 
Here  weighty  lead  infused  dire£ls  their  courfe^ 
Thefe  in  the  ready  road  drive  on  with  fpeed. 
But  thofe  in  crooked  paths  more  artfully  fucceed. 
So  the  tall  fhip  that  makes  feme  dangerous  bay^, 
\yith  a  fide  wind  obliquely  flopes  her  way. 
Lo !   there  the  filv^er  tumbler  fix'd  on  high. 
The  vigor's  prize,  inviting  every  eye  ! 
The  champions,  or  confent,  or  chance  divide. 
While  each  man  thinks  his  own  the  furer  fide. 
And  the  jack  leads,  the  ikilfui  bowler's  guide. 

Bendo  ibip'd  firft,  from  fcrc.ign  coafts  he  brought 
A  chaos  of  receipts,  and  anarchy  of  thought ; 
Where  the  tumultuous  whims  to  fadlion  prone. 
Still  juflled  monarch  reafon  from  her  throne- 
More  dangerous  than  the  porcupine's  his  quill, 
Inur'.d  to  flaughter,  and  fecure  to  kill. 
Let  Icofe,  juil  heaven  !   each  virulent  difeafe. 
But  fave  us  from  fach  murderers  as  th'^ife: 
Might  Bendo  live  but  half  a  patriarch's  age, 
Th'  unpeopled  world  would  fink  beneath  his  rage : 
Nor  nsed  t'  appeafe  the  jull  creator's  ire 
A  fecond  deluge  or  confuming  fire. 
He  winks  one  eye,  and  knits  his  brow  fevere. 
Then  from  his  hand  launches  the  flying  fphere; 
Out  of  the  green  the  guUtlefs  wood  he  hurl'd. 
Swift  as  his  patients  from  this  nether  world : 
Then  grinn'd  malignant,  but  the  jocund  crowd 
Deride  his  fenfelefs  rage,  and  fhout  aloud. 

Next, 


i 
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Next,  Zadoc,  'tis  thy  turn,  imperious  priell ! 
»Stil!  late  at  church,  but  early  at  a  fealL 
No  turkey-cock  appears  with  better  grace, 
His  garments  black,  vermilion  paints  his  face ; 
His  wattles  hang  upon  his  flitien'd  band. 
His  pktter  feet  upon  the  trigger  ftand. 
He  gr.^.fps  the  bowl  in  his  rough  brawny  hand. 
Then  fquatting  down,  with  his  grey  goggle  eyes 
He  takes  his  aim,  and  at  the  mark  it  flies. 
Zadoc  purfues,  and  wabbles  o'er  the  plain. 
But  (hakes  his  ftrutting  paunch,  and  ambles  on  in  vain  ; 
For,  oh  !  wide-erring  to  the  left  it  gli  es, 
"The  inmate  lead  the  lighter  wood  mifguides. 
He  Iharp  reproofs  with  kind  intreaties  joins. 
Then  on  the  counter  fide  with  pain  reclines ; 
As  if  he  meant  to  regulate  its  courfe. 
By  power  attractive,  and  magnetic  force. 
Now  almoft  in  defpair,  he  raves,  he  ftorms. 
Writhes  his  unwieldy  trunk  in  various  forms : 
Unhappv  Proteus  !   dill  in  vain  he  tries 
A  thoufand  Ihapes,  the  bowl  erroneous  files. 
Deaf  to  his  prayers,  regardlcfs  of  his  cries. 
His  pulling  cheeks  with  rifmg  rage  inflame. 
And  all  his  fparkling  rubies  glow  with  fliame. 

Eendo's  proud  heart,  proofagainll  Fortune's  frown, 
Refolves  once  more  to  make  the  prize  his  own : 
Cautious  he  plods,  furveying  all  the  green. 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  fpace  between. 
But,  as  on  him  'twas  a  peculiar  curfe. 
To  fall  from  one  extreme  into  a  v.orfe ; 

Confcious 
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Confcious  of  too  much  vigour,  now  for  fear 
He  fhould  exceed,  at  hand  he  checks  the  fphere. 
Soon  as  he  found  its  languid  force  decay. 
And  the  too  weak  impreffion  die  away ; 
Quick  after  it  he  fkuds,  urges  behind 
Step  after  Hep,  and  now,,  with  anxious  mind. 
Hangs  o'er  the  bowl,  flow-creeping  on  the  plain. 
And  chides  its  faint  efforts,  and  bawls  amain. 
Then  on  the  guiltlefs  green  the  blame  to  lay, 
Curfes  the  mountains  that  obftruft  his  way ; 
Prazens  it  out  with  an  audacious  face. 
His  infolence  improving  by  difgrace. 

Zadoc,  who  now  with  three  black  mugs  had  chear'd 
His  drooping  heart,,  and  his  funk  fpirits  rear'd. 
Advances  to  the  trigg  with  folemn  pace. 
And  ruddy  hope  fits  blooming  on  his  face. 
The  bowl  he  pois'd,  with  pain  his  hams  he  bends. 
On  well-chofe  ground  unto  the  mark  it  tends  : 
Each  adverfe  heart  pants  with  unufual  fear. 
With  joy  he  follows  the  propitious  fphere  ; 
Alas !  how  frail  is  every  mortal  fcheme  ! 
We  build  on  fand,  our  happinefs  a  dream. 
Bendo's  (hort  bowl  Hops  the  proud  vidtor's  courfe. 
Purloins  his  fame,  and  deadens  all  its  force. 
At  Bendo  from  each  corner  of  his  eyes 
He  darts  malignant  rays,  then  muttering  fiies 
Into  the  bower  ;  there,  panting  and  half  dead, 
In  thick  mundungus  clouds  he  hides  his  head, 

Mufe,  raife  thy  voice,  to  win  the  glorious  prize, 
Bid  all  the  fury  of  the  buttle  rife  : 

Thefe 
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Thefe  bat  the  light-arm'd  champions  of  the  field. 
See  Griper  there  !  a  veteran  well  ficlU'd  ; 
This  able  pilct  knows  to  fleer  a  caufe 
Through  all  the  rocks  and  (hallows  of  the  laws  ; 
Or  if  'tis  wreck'd,  his  trembling  client  faves 
On  the  next  plank,   and  difappcints  the  waves. 
In  this,   at  leafr,  all  hifiories  agree. 
That,  though  he  loft  his  caufe,  he  fav'd  his  fee. 
When  the  fat  client  looks  in  jovial  plight, 
Kow  complaifant  the  man  !  each  point  how  right  I 
But  if  th'  abandon'd  orphan  puts  his  cafe. 
And  poverty  fits  ihrinking  on  his  face. 
How  like  a  cur  he  fnarls !  when  at  the  door 
For  broken  fcraps  he  quarrels  with  the  poor. 
The  farmer's  oracle,  when  rent-day  's  near. 
And  landlords,  by  forbearance,  are  fevere  ; 
When  huntfmen  trefpafs,  or  his  neighbour's  fwine. 
Or  tatter'd  crape  extorts  by  right  divine. 
Him  all  the  rich  their  contributions  pay. 
Him  all  the  poor  with  aching  hearts  obey  : 
He  in  his  fwanfkin  doublet  ftruts  along. 
Now  begs,  and  now  rebukes,  the  prefling  throng. 
A  pafTage  clear'd,  he  takes  his  aim  Vvdth  care. 
And  gently  from  his  hand  lets  loofe  the  fphere  : 
Smooth  as  a  fwallow  o'er  the  plain  it  fl-ies. 
While  he  purfues  its  track  with  eager  eyes  ; 
Its  hopeful  courfe  approv'd,  he  fhouts  aloud. 
Claps  both  his  hands,  and  juilles  through  the  crowd. 
Hovering  a  while,  foon  at  the  mark  it  ftcod. 
Hung  o'er  inclin'd,  and  fondly  klfs'd  the  wcod; 

Loud 


eo4.  S  O  M  E  R  V  I  L  E'S 

Loud  is  th'  applaufe  of  every  betting  friend. 
And  peals  of  clamorous  joy  the  concave  rend. 
But  in  each  hoftile  face,  a  difmal  gloom 
Appears,  the  fad  prefage  of  lofs  to  come  ; 
'Mong  thefe,  Trebellius  with  a  mournful  air 
Of  livid  hue,  juil  dying  with  defpair. 
Shuffles  about,  fkrews  liis  chop-fallen  face, 
An(i  no  whipp'd  gigg  fo  often  fhifts  his  place. 
Then  gives  his  fage  advice  with  wondrous  fkill. 
Which  no  man  ever  heeds,  or  ever  will : 
Yet  he  pcrfifts,  inftrufting  to  confound. 
And  with  his  cane  points  out  the  dubious  ground. 

Strong  Nim.rod  now,  frefh  as  the  rifmg  dav/n 
Appears,  his  fmewy  limbs,  and  folid  brawn, 
The  gazing  crowd  admires.     He  nor  in  courts 
Delights,  nor  pompous  balls ;  but  rural  fports 
Are  his  foul's  joy.     At  the  horn's  brifk  alarms 
He  fliakes  th'  unwilling  Phillis  from  his  arms ; 
Mounts  with  the  fun,  begins  his  bold  career. 
To  chafe  the  wily  fox,  or  rambling  deer. 
So  Hercules,  by  Juno's  dread  command. 
From  favage  beafts  and  monllers  freed  the  land. 
Hark  !   from  the  covert  of  yon  gloomy  brake. 
Harmonious  thunder  rolls,  the  forefls  fnake  : 
Men,  boys,  and  dogs,  impatient  for  the  chace. 
Tumultuous  tranfports  flufh  in  every  face  ; 
With  ears  eredl  the  courfer  paws  the  ground,    [  found : 
Hills,  vales,  and  hollow  rocks,  with  chearine  cries  re- 
Drive  down  the  precipice  (brave  youths)  with  fpeed, 
Bound  o'er  the  river  banks,  and  fmoke  along  the  mead. 

But 
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But  whither  would  the  devious  Mufe  purfue 
The  pleafing  theme,  and  my  pall  joys  renew  ? 
Another  labour  now  demands  thy  fong, 
Stretch'd  in  two  ranks,  behold  th'  expedling  throng. 
As  Nimrod  pois'd  the  fphere:  his  arm  he  drew 
Back  like  an  arrow  in  the  Parthian  yew,       [flew  : 
Then  launch'd  the  whirling  globe,  andfuUasfwiftit 
Bowls  dafh'd  on  bowls  confounded  all  the  plain. 
Safe  flood  the  foe,  well-cover'd  by  his  train. 
Aflaulted  tyrants  thus  their  guard  defends, 
Efcaping  by  the  ruin  of  their  friends. 
But  now,  he  Hands  expos'd,  their  order  broke. 
And  feems  to  dread  the  next  decifive  flroke. 
So  at  fome  bloody  fiege,  the  ponderous  ball 
Batters  with  ceafelefs  rage  the  crumbling  wall, 
(A  breach  once  made)  foon  galls  the  naked  town. 
Riots  in  blood,  and  heaps  on  heaps  are  thrown. 

Each  avenue  thus  clear'd,  with  aching  heart 
Griper  beheld,  exerting  all  his  art; 
Once  more  refolves  to  check  his  furious  foe. 
Block  up  the  pafTage,   and  elude  the  blow. 
With  cautious  hand,  and  with  lefs  force,  he  threw 
The  well-pois'd  fphere,  that  gently  circling  flew, 
But  flopping  fhort,  coverM  the  mark  from  view. 
So  little  Teucer  on  the  well-fought  field. 
Securely  fkulk'd  behind  his  brother's  fhield. 

Nimrod,  in  dangers  bold,  v.  hcfe  heart  elate. 
Nor  courted  fortune's  fmiles,  nor  fear'd  her  hate; 
Perplex'd,  but  not  difcourag'd,  walk'd  around. 
With  curious  eye  examin'd  all  the  ground ; 
Not  the  leaft  opening  in  the  front  was  found. 

Sideway 
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SiJeway  he  leans,  declining  to  the  right. 
And  marks  his  way,  and  moderates  his  might. 
Smooth-gliding  o'er  the  plain,  th'  obedient  fpherc 
Held  on  its  dubious  road,  while  hope  and  fear 
Alternate  ebb'd  and  flow'd  in  every  breaft : 
Now  rolling  rearer  to  the  mark  it  prefs'd  ; 
Then  chang'dits  courfe,  by  the  ftrong  biafs  rein'd. 
And  on  the  foe  difcharg'd  the  force  that  yet  remain'd. 
Smart  was  the  ftroke,  away  the  rival  fled. 
The  bold  intruder  triumoh'd  in  his  (lead. 

ViCionous  Nimrod  feiz'd  the  glittering  prize. 
Shouts  of  outrageous  joy  invade  the  fkies ; 
Hands,  tongues,  and  caps,  exalt  the  viftor's  fame, 
Sabrina's  banks  return  him  loud  acclaim. 

The  L  A  M  E  N  T  A  T  I  O  N   of  DAVID 
over  Saul  and  Jonathan. 

pROSTRATE  on  earth  the  bleeding  warrior  lies. 

And  Ifrael's  beauty  on  the  mountains  dies  ; 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 
Hufh'd  be  my  fcrrows,  gently  fall  my  tears. 
Left  mv  fad  tale  fhould  reach  the  aliens  ears : 
Bid  Fame  be  dumb,  and  tremble  to  proclaim 
In  heathen  Gath,  or  Afcalon,  our  fliame  ; 
Left  proud  Philiftia,  left  our  haughty  foe. 
With  impious  fcorn  infult  our  folemn  woe. 

O  Gilboa!  ye  hills  afpiring  high. 
The  laft  fad  fcene  of  Ifrael's  tragedy : 
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No  fattening  dews  be  on  thy  lawns  diliiirj. 
No  kindly  lliowers  refrefti  the  thirlty  field  ; 
No  hallowM  fruits  thy  barren  foil  fnall  raife. 
No  fpotlefs  kids  that  on  our  altars  blaze  ; 
Lonefome  and  wild  fhall  thy  bleak  fummits  rife, 
AcGurs'd  by  men,  and  hateful  to  the  fkies. 
On  thee  the  fhields  of  mighty  warriors  lay. 
The  fhield  of  Saul  was  vilely  call  away  ; 
The  Lord's  anointed  Saul !  his  facred  blood 
Diflain'd  thy  brow,  and  fwell'd  the  common  flood. 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 

Wheree'er  their  bands  the  royal  heroes  led. 
The  combat  thicken'd,  and  the  mighty  bled ; 
The  flaughter'd  hofts  beneath  their  falchions  die. 
And  wing'd  with  death  unerring  arrows  fly; 
Unknowing  to  return,  llili  urge  the  fee. 
As  fate  infatiate,  and  as  fure  the  blow. 
The  fon,  who  next  his  conquering  father  fought. 
Repeats  the  v^onders  his  exam.ple  taught : 
JEager  his  fire's  illuilrious  fteps  to  trace. 
And  by  heroic  deeds  aflert  his  race. 

The  royal  eagle  thus  her  ripening  brood 
Trains  to  the  quarry,  and  directs  to  blood : 
His  darling  thus,  the  foreft  monarch  rears, 
A  firm  aflbciate  for  his  future  wars ; 
In  union  terrible,   they  feize  the  prey. 
The  mountains  tremble,  and  the  woods  obey. 

In  peace  united,  as  in  war  combin'd. 
Were  Jonathan's  and  Saul's  affedlions  join'd. 

Paternal 
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Paternal  grace  with  filial  duty  vy'd. 

And  love  the  knot  of  nature  clofer  ty'd. 

Ev'n  fate  relents,  reveres  the  facred  band. 

And  undivided  bids  their  friendfhip  fland. 

From  earth  to  heaven  enlarg'd,  their  joys  improve,. 

Still  fairer,  brighter  flill  they  fhine  above, 

Blcil  in  a  long  eternity  of  love. 

Daughters  of  Ifrael,  o'er  the  royal  urn 
Wail  and  lament ;  the  king,  the  father,  mourn. 
Oh.  I  new  at  leaft  indulge  a  pious  woe, 
'Tis  all  the  dead  receive,  the  living  can  bellow. 
Call  oiF  your  rich  attire  and  proud  array. 
Let  undiilembled  forrows  cloud  the  day : 
Thofe  ornaments  victorious  Saul  beilow'd. 
With  gold  your  necks,  your  robes  with  purple  glow'd : 
Quit  crowns,  and  garlands,  for  the  fable  weed,      •) 
To  fongs  of  triumph  let  dumb  grief  fucceed  ^ 

Let  all  our  grateful  hearts  for  our  deadpatron  bleed .  J 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 

Though  thus  dillrefs'd, though  thus  o'erwhelm'd  with 
Light  is  the  burthen  that  admits  relief;  [grief. 

My  labouring  foul  fuperior  wees  opprefs. 
Nor  rolling  time  can  heal,  nor  fate  redrefs. 
Another  Saul  your  forrows  can  remove. 
No  fecond  Jonathan  Ihall  blefs  my  love. 

O  Jonathan  !   my  friend,  my  brother  dear  I 
Eyes,  flream  afrefh,  and  call  forth  every  tear: 
Swell,  my  fad  heart,  each  faultering  pulfe  beat  low, 
Down  iink  my  head  beneath  this  weight  of  woe : 

Hear 
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Hear  my  laments,  ye  hills !  ye  woods,  return 
My  ceafelefs  groans;  with  me,  ye  turtles,  mourn  I 
How  pleafant  hall  thou  been  !  each  lovely  grace. 
Each  youthful  charm,  fate  blooming  en  thy  face: 
Joy  from  thine  eyes  in  radiant  glories  fprung. 
And  manna  dropt  from  thy  perfuafive  tongue. 
Witnefs,greatheav'n!  (fromyouthofe  ardours  came) 
How  wonderful  his  love !   the  kindefl  dame 
Lov'd  not  like  him,  nor  felt  fo  warm  a  fiame. 
No  earthly  paffion  to  fuch  height  afpires, 
And  feraphs  only  burn  with  purer  fires. 
Jn  vain,  while  honour  calls  to  glorious  arms. 
And  Ifrael's  caufc  the  pious  patriot  warms : 
In  vain,  while  deaths  promifcuous  fly  below. 
Nor  youth  can  bribe,  nor  virtue  ward  the  blow. 

To  a    YOUNG   LADY,    with  the   Iliad   of 
Homer  tranflated. 

f^  O,  happy  volume,  to  the  fair  im.^art 

The  fecret  v,  ifnes  of  a  wounded  heart : 
Kind  advocate  !  exert  thy  utmoft  zeal, 
Defcribe  my  paffion,  and  my  woes  reveal. 
Oft  fhalt  thou  kifs  that  hand  where  rofes  bloom. 
And  the  white  lily  breathes  its  rich  perfume ; 
On  thee  her  eyes  fhall  fhine,  thy  leaves  employ 
Each  faculty,  and  footh  her  foul  \\  ith  joy. 
Watch  the  foft  hour,  vv'hen  peaceful  filence  reio-ns. 
And  Philomel  alone  like  me  complains: 

Vol.  XL.  P  When 
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When  envious  prudes  no  longer  haunt  the  fair. 
But  end  a  day  of  calumny  in  prayer: 
O'er  Quarles  or  Bunyan  nod,  in  dreams  relent,     "] 
AVitliout  difguife  give  all  their  pafiions  vent,  \ 

And  mourn  their  wither'd  charms,  and  youthful  i 
prime  mifpent.  J 

Then  by  the  waxen  taper's  glimmering  light. 
With  thee  the  ftudious  maid  fhall  pafs  the  night; 
Shall  feel  her  heart  beat  quick  in  every  page. 
And  tremble  at  the  ftern  Pelides'  rage : 
With  horror  view  the  half-drawn  blade  appear. 
And  the  defponding  tyrant  pale  with  fear; 
To  calm  that  foul  untam'd,  fage  Neftor  fails. 
And  ev'n  celellial  wifdom  fcarce  prevails. 
Then  lead  her  to  the  margin  of  the  main. 
And  let  her  hear  th'  impatient  chief  complain; 
Tofs'd  with  fuperior  ftorms,  on  the  bleak  fliores 
He  lies,  and  louder  than  the  billows  roars. 
Next  the  dr'Jad  fcene  unfold  of  war  and  blood, 
Hedlor  in  arms  triumphant,  Greece  fubdued  ; 
The  partial  gods  who  with  their  foes  confpire. 
The  dead,  the  dying,  and  the  fleet  on  fire. 
But  tell,  oh !  tell  the  caufe  of  all  this  woe. 
The  fatal  fource  from  whence  thefe  mifchiefs  flow  ; 
Tell  her  'twas  love  deny'd  the  hero  fir'd, 
Depriv'd  of  her  whom  mofl:  his  heart  deflr'd. 
Not  the  dire  vengeance  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
Can  match  the  bcundlefs  rage  of  injur'd  love. 
Stop  the  fierce  torrent,  and  its  billows  rife, 
Lay  waile  the  fhores,  invade  both  earth  and  fkies : 

Confine 
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Confine  it  not,  but  let  it  gently  flow, 

It  kindly  chcars  the  imiling  plains  below, 

And  everlafting  Tweets  upon  its  borders  grow. 

To  Troy's  proud  walls  the  wondering  maid  convey. 
With  pointed  fplres  and  golden  turrets  gay. 
The  work  of  gods :   thence  let  the  fair  behold 
The  court  of  Priam,   rich  in  gems  and  gold; 
His  numerous  fons,  his  queen's  majeflic  pride, 
Th'  afpiring  domes,  th'  apartments  ftretchingwide. 
Where  on  their  looms  Sidonian  virgins  wrought. 
And  weav'd  the  battles  which  their  lovers  fought. 
Here  let  her  eves  furvev  thoie  fatal  charms. 
The  beauteous  prize  that  fet  the  world  in  arm.s ; 
Through  gazing  crowds,  bright  progeny  of  Jove, 
She  walks,  and  every  panting  heart  beats  love. 
Ev'n  faplefs  age  new  blofToms  at  the  fight. 
And  views  the  fair  deftroyer  with  delight : 
Beaut}'' s  vaft  power,  hence  to  the  nymph  make  known. 
In  Helen's  triumphs  let  her  read  her  own ; 
Nor  blame  her  flaves,  but  lay  the  guilt  on  fate. 
And  pardon  failings  which  her  charms  create. 

Rafh  bard  !   forbear,  nor  let  thy  flattering  ^vlufe. 
With  pleafmg  vifions,  thy  fond  heart  t-bufe ; 
Vain  are  thy  hopes  prefumptuous,  vain  thy  prayer, 
Bright  is  her  image,  and  divinely  fair: 
But  oh !   the  goddefs  in  thy  arm.s  is  fleeting  air. 
So  dreams  th'  ambitious  man  when  rich  Tokay, 
Or  Burgundy,  refines  his  vulgar  clay : 
Th.e  white  rod  trembles  in  his  potent  hand. 
And  crowds  obfequious  wait  his  high  command; 

P  2  Upoa 
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Upon  his  breaft  he  views  the  radiant  ftar. 
And  gives  the  word  around  him,  peace  or  war: 
In  ftate  he  reigns,  for  one  fhort,  bufy  night,  -y 

But  foon  convinc'd  by  the  next  dawning  light,        J. 
Curfes  the  fading  joys  that  vanifh  from  his  fight,   j 
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EAR  fair  Avona's  filver  tide, 
Whofe  waves  in  foft  meanders  glide, 
I  read,  to  the  delighted  fwains. 
Your  jocund  fongs  and  rural  ftrains. 
Smooth  as  her  ftreams  vour  numbers  flow. 
Your  thoughts  in  varied  beauties  fhow. 
Like  flowers  that  on  her  borders  grow. 
While  I  furvey,  with  ra^ifh'd  eyes. 
His  *  friendly  gift,  my  valued  prize. 
Where  filler  Arts,  with  charms  divine. 
In  their  full  bloom  and  beauty  flilne. 
Alternately  my  foul  is  bleft. 
Now  I  behold  my  welcome  gueft. 
That  graceful,  that  engaging  air. 
So  dear  to  all  the  brave  and  fair. 
Nor  has  th'  ingenious  aftift  fhown 
His  outward  lineaments  alone, 

•  Lord  Somervile   was   pleafed  to  fend  me  his  own 
pi(5lure,  and  Mr.  Ramfay's  works,  Somervile. 

But 
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But  in  th'  expreffive  draught  defign'd. 
The  nobler  beauties  of  his  mind; 
True  fricnd(hip,  love,  benevolence, 
Unftudied  wit,  and  manly  fenfe. 
Then,  as  vour  book  T  wander  o'er. 
And  feaft  on  the  delicious  (tore 
(Like  the  laborious  bufy  bee, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fweet  variety). 
With  equal  wonder  and  furprize, 
I  fee  refembling  portraits  rife. 
Brave  archers  march  in  bright  array. 
In  troops  the  vulgar  line  the  way. 
Here  the  droll  figures  flyly  fneer. 
Or  coxcombs  at  full  length  appear. 
There  woods  and  lawns,  a  rural  fcene. 
And  fwains  that  gambol  on  the  green. 
Your  pen  can  a£l  the  pencil's  part 
With  preater  genius,  fire,  and  art. 

o  o 

Believe  me,  bard,  no  hunted  hind 
That  pants  againft  the  fouthern  wind. 
And  feeks  the  llream  through  unknown  ways ; 
No  matron  in  her  teeming  days, 
E*er  felt  fuch  longings,  fuch  defires. 
As  I  to  view  thofe  lofty  fpires, 
Thofe  domes,  where  fair  Edina  fhrouds 
Her  towering  head  amid  the  clouds. 
But  oh !  what  dang-ers  interoofe  ! 
Vales  deep  with  dirt,  and  hills  with  fnows. 
Proud  winter  floods  with  rapid  force, 
Forbid  the  pleafmg  intercourfe. 

P  3  But 


aj4.  SOMERVIL  E'S 

But  Aire  we  bards,  whofe  purer  clay, 

Nature  has  mixt  with  lefs  allay. 

Might  foon  find  out  an  eafier  way. 

Do  not  faee  matrons  mount  on  high, 

And  Twitch  their  broom-fticks  through  the  iky; 

Ride  poft  o'er  liills,  and  woods,  and  feas. 

From  Thule  to  th'  Hefperides  f  ? 

And  yet  the  men  of  Grefham  own 

That  this  ani  ftranger  feats  are  done. 

By  a  warm  fancy's  power  alone. 

This  granted ;  why  can't  you  and  I 

Stretch  forth  our  wings,  and  cleave  the  fky  ? 

Since  our  poetic  brains,  you  know. 

Than  theirs  muft  more  intenfely  glow. 

Did  not  the  Theban  fwan  take  wing. 

Sublimely  foar,  and  fwcetly  fing  ? 

And  do  not  we  of  humbler  vein. 

Sometimes  attempt  a  lofiisr  fcrain. 

Mount  fheer  out  of  the  reader's  fight, 

Obfcurely  loft  in  clouds  and  night? 

Then  climb  your  Pegafus  with  fpeed, 
I'll  meet  thee  on  the  banks  of  Tweed: 
Not  as  our  fathers  did  of  yore. 
To  fwell  the  flood  with  crimfon  gore ; 
Like  the  Cadmean  murdering  brood. 
Each  thirfting  for  his  brother's  blood. 
For  now  all  hoftile  rage  fnall  ceafe; 
.  LuU'd  in  the  downy  arms  of  peace, 

•J-  The  Scilly  iflands  were  fo  called  by  the  antlents. 

Our 
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Oar  honcil:  hands  and  hearts  Ihall  join, 
G'er  jovial  banquets,  fparkling  wine. 
Let  Peggy  at  thy  elbow  wait. 
And  I  fhali  bring  my  bonny  Kate. 
But  hold — oh  !   take  a  foecial  care, 
T'  admit  no  prying  Kirkman  there ; 
I  dread  the  Penitential  Chair. 
What  a  ftrange  figure  fliould  I  make, 
A  poor  abandon'd  Englifh  rake; 
A  fquire  well  born,  and  fix  foot  high, 
Perch'd  in  that  facred  pillory  ? 
Let  fpleen  and  zeal  be  baniih'd  thence. 
And  troublefome  impertinence. 
That  tells  his  ftory  o'er  again: 
Ill-manners  and  his  faucy  train. 
And  felf-conceit,  and  ftiif-rumpt  pride, 
That  grin  at  all  the  world  befide ; 
Foul  fcandal,  with  a  load  of  lies. 
Intrigues,  rencounters,  prodigies ; 
Fame's  bufy  hawker,  light  as  air. 
That  feeds  on  frailties  of  the  fair : 
Envy,  hypocrify,  deceit. 
Fierce  party-rage,  and  warm  debate; 
And  all  the  hell-hounds  that  are  foes 
To  friendiliip  and  the  world's  repofe. 
But  mirth  inftead,  and  dimpling  fmiles. 
And  wit,  that  gloomy  care  beguiles ; 
And  joke,  and  pun,  and  merry  tale. 
And  toalls,  that  round  the  table  fail : 

P  4  While 
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While  laughter,  burfling  through  the  crowd 

In  vollies,  tells  our  joys  aloud. 

Hark  !   the  flirill  piper  mounts  on  high. 

The  woods,  the  llreams,  the  rocks  reply. 

To  his  far-founding  melody. 

Behold  each  labouring  fqueeze  prepare 

Supplies  of  m.odulated  air. 

Obferve  Cioudero's  aftive  bow. 

His  head  iHll  noddling  to  and  fro. 

His  eyes,  his  cheeks,  with  raptures  glow. 

See,  fee  the  bafhful  nymphs  advance. 

To  lead  the  regulated  dance ; 

Flying  fiill,  the  fwains  purfuing. 

Yet  with  backward  glances  wooino-. 

This,  this  fhall  be  the  joyous  fcene; 

Nor  wanton  elves  that  Ikim  the  green 

Shall  be  fo  bleft,  fo  blythe,  fo  gay. 

Or  lefs  regard  what  dotards  fay. 

My  Rofe  Ihall  then  your  Thiftle  greet. 

The  Union  (hall  be  more  compleat; 

And,  in  a  bottle  and  a  friend. 

Each  national  difpute  fhall  end. 

ANSWER   TO   THE   ABOVE    EPISTLE, 
By    A  L  L  A  N      RAMSAY. 

Q  I R,  I  had  your's,  and  own  my  pleafure. 

On  the  receipt,  exceeded  meafure. 
You  write  with  fo  much  fpirit  and  glee, 
Sae  fmooth,  fae  Urong,  corredl  and  free; 

That 
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That  any  he  (by  you  allow  M 
To  have  fome  merit)  may  be  proud. 
If  that  's'my  fault,  bear  you  the  blame, 
Wha've  lent  me  fic  a  lift  to  fame. 
Your  ain  tours  high,  and  widens  far, 
-Bright  glancing  like  the  firll-rate  flar. 
And  all  the  world  be  (low  due  praife 
On  the  Cclleftion  of  your  lays ; 
Where  various  arts  and  turns  combine. 
Which  even  in  parts  firft  poets  fhine  : 
Like  Mat  and  Swift  ye  fmg  with  eafe. 
And  can  be  Waller  when  you  pleafe. 
Continue,  fir,  and  fliame  the  crew 
That 's  plagu'd  with  having  nought  to  do. 
Who  fortune  in  a  merry  mood 
Has  overcharg'd  with  gentle  blood. 
But  has  deny'd  a  genius  fit 
For  aftion  or  afpiring  wit ; 
Such  keana  how  t'  employ  their  time. 
And  think  aflivity  a  crime : 
Aught  they  to  either  do,  or  fay. 
Or  walk,  or  write,  or  read,  or  pray  ! 
When  money,  their  Faclotum,  's  able 
To  furnifh  them  a  numerous  rabble. 
Who  w-ill,  for  daily  drink  and  wages. 
Be  chairmen,  chaplains,  clerks,  and  pages : 
Could  they,  like  you,  employ  their  hours 
In  planting  thefe  delightful  flowers. 
Which  carpet  the  poetic  fields. 
And  lafling  funds  of  pleafure  yields  j 

Nae 
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N.ie  mair  they  'd  gaunt  and  gove  away. 

Or  lleep  or  loiter  out  the  day. 

Or  waile  the  night  damning  their  fauls 

In  deep  debauch,  and  bawdy  brawls  : 

Whence  pox  and  poverty  proceed 

An  early  eild,  and  fpirits  dead. 

Reverfe  of  you  -,  —  and  him  you  love, 

Vv^'hofe  brighter  fpirit  tours  above 

The  mob  of  thoughtlefs  lords  and  beaux^ 

Who  in  his  ilka  aftion  fhows 

True  friendfhip,  love,  benevolence, 
Unfludy'd  wit,  and  manly  fenfe." 

Allow  here  what  you  've  faid  your  fell. 

Nought  can  b'  expreft  fo  juft  and  well : 

To  him  and  her,  worthy  his  love. 

And  every  bleifmg  from  above, 

A  fon  is  given,  God  fave  the  boy. 

For  theirs  and  every  Som'ril's  joy. 

Ye  wardins  round  him  take  your  place. 

And  raife  him  with  each  manly  grace  j 

Make  his  meridian  virtues  fhine. 

To  add  frefh  luftres  to  his  line  : 

And  many  may  the  mother  fee 

Of  fuch  a  lovely  progeny. 

Now,  fir,  when  Boreas  nae  mair  thuds 

Hail,  fnavv  and  ileet,  frae  blacken'd  clouds; 

While  Caledonia's  hills  are  green. 

And  a'  her  llraths  delight  the  een  ; 

While  ilka  flower  with  fragrance  blows, 

And  a*  the  year  its  beauty  Ihows ; 

Before 
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Before  again  the  winter  lour. 
What  hinders  then  your  northern  tour  ? 
Be  fure  of  welcome  :  nor  believe 
Thofe  wha  an  ill  report  would  give 
To  Ed'nburgh  and  the  land  of  cakes. 
That  nought  what 's  necelTary  lacks. 
Here  plenty's  goddefs  frae  her  horn 
Pours  fifli  and  cattle,  claith  and  corn. 
In  blyth  abundance  ; — and  yet  mair. 
Our  men  are  brave,  our  ladies  fair. 
Nor  will  North  Britain  yield  for  fouth 
Of  ilka  thing,  and  fellows  couth. 
To  any  but  her  filler  South. — 

True,  rugged  roads  are  curfed  driegh. 
And  fpeats  aft  roar  frae  mountains  high : 
The  body  tires — poor  tottering  clay. 
And  likes  with  eafe  at  hame  to  ftay  ; 
While  fauls  ftride  warlds  at  ilka  fiend. 
And  can  their  widening  views  extend. 
Mine  fees  you,  while  you  chearfu'  roam 
On  fweet  Avona's  flowery  howm. 
There  recoUecling,  with  full  view, 
Thofe  follies  which  mankind  purfue ; 
While,  confcious  of  fuperior  merit. 
You  rife  with  a  corretfting  fpirit ; 
And,  as  an  agent  of  the  gods, 
Lafh  them  with  ftiarp  fatyric  rods : 
Labour  divine  ! — Next,  for  a  change. 
O'er  hill  and  dale  I  fee  you  range. 

After 
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After  the  fox  or  whidding  hare. 
Confirming  health  in  pureft  air ; 
While  joy  frae  heights  and  dales  refounds, 
Rais'd  by  the  hola,  horn  and  hounds : 
Fatigu'd,  yet  pleas'd,  the  chace  out-run, 
I  fee  the  friend,  and  fetting  fun. 
Invite  you  to  the  temperate  bicquor. 
Which  makes  the  blood  and  wit  flow  quicker. 
The  clock  ftrikes  twelve,  to  reft  you  bound. 
To  fave  your  health  by  fieeping  found. 
Thus  with  cool  head  and  healfome  breall 
You  fee  new  day  lliream  frae  the  eafl: : 
Then  all  the  Mufes  round  you  fhine, 
Infpiring  every  thought  divine  ; 
Be  long  their  aid — Your  years  and  bleffes. 
Your  fervant  Allan  Ramfay  wiihes. 

To     ALLAN    RAMSAY, 

Upon   his  publifliing  a  feccnd  Volume  of  Poems. 

TTAIL,  Caledonian  bard!  whofe  rural  ftrains 

Delight  the  liftening  hills,  and  chear  the  plains  ! 
Already  polifh'd  by  fome  hand  divine, 
Thy  purer  ore  what  furnace  can  refine  ? 
Carelefs  of  cenfure,  like  the  fun,  Ihine  forth. 
In  native  luftre,  and  intriniic  worth. 
To  follow  nature  is  by  rules  to  write. 
She  led  the  way,  and  taught  the  Stagirite. 

From 
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From  her  the  critic's  tafre,  the  pcet's  fire. 
Both  drudge  in  vain  till  Cae  from  heaven  infpire  : 
By  the  fame  guide  inllrufted  how  to  foar, 
Allan  is  now  what  Homer  was  before. 

Ye  chofen  youths  !  who  dare  like  him  afpire. 
And  touch  with  bolder  hand  the  golden  lyre ! 
Keep  nature  ilill  in  view ;  on  her  intent. 
Climb  by  her  aid  the  dangerous  fteep  afcent 
To  lafting  fame.      Perhaps  a  little  art 
Is  needful,  to  plane  o'er  fome  rugged  part ; 
But  the  moil  labour'd  elegance  and  care, 
T'  arrive  at  full  perfection  mull  defpair. 
Alter,  blot  out,  and  write  all  o'er  again, 
Alas  !   fome  venial  Uns  will  yet  remain. 
Indulgence  is  to  human  frailty  due, 
Ev'n  Pope  has  faults,  and  Addifon  a  few; 
But  thofe,  like  mills  that  cloud  the  morning  ray. 
Are  loil  and  vaniih  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Though  fome  intruding  pimple  find  a  place 
Amid  the  glories  of  Clarinda's  face. 
We  Hill  love  on,  with  equal  zeal  adore. 
Nor  think  her  lefs  a  goddefs  than  before. 
Slight  wounds  in  no  difgraceful  fears  fhall  end, 
Heal'd  by  the  balm  of  fome  good-natur'd  friend. 
In  vain  fhall  canker'd  Zoilus  afTail, 
While  Spence  prefides,  and  candor  holds  the  fcale. 
His  generous  breafl,  nor  envy  fours,  nor  fpite. 
Taught  by  his  *  founder's  motto  how  to  write, 

•  WilJIam  cf  Wykeham,    '*  Manners  maketh  man.'* 

Good 
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Good-manners  guides  his  pen.  Learn'd  without  pride. 

In  dubious  points  not  forward  to  decide. 

If  here  and  there  uncommon  beauties  rife. 

From  flower  to  flower  he  rorcs  with  glad  furprize. 

In  failings  no  malignant  pleafure  takes. 

Nor  rudely  triumphs  oi'er  fmall  miftakes. 

No  naufeous  praile,  no  biting  taunts  offend, 

W  expeft  a  cenfcr,  and  we  find  a  friend. 

Poets,  improv'd  by  his  corre6ling  care, 

Shall  face  their  foes  with  more  undaunted  air, 

Stripp'd  of  their  rags,  (hall  like  Uiyfi'es  fliine. 

With  more  heroic  port,  and  grace  divine. 

No  pomp  of  learning,  and  no  fund  of  fenfe^^ 

Can  e'er  atone  for  lofh  benevolence. 

May  Wykcham's  fons,  who  in  each  art  excel. 

And  rival  antient  bards  in  writing  well. 

While  from  their  briglit  examples  taught  they  iing. 

And  emulate  their  flights  with  bolder  wing. 

From  their  own  frailties  learn  the  humbler  part. 

Mildly  to  judge  in  gentlenefs  of  heart  I 

Such  critics,  Ramfay,  jealous  for  our  fame. 
Will  not  with  malice  infolently  blame, 
But  lur'd  by  praife  the  haggard  Mufe  reclaim. 
Retouch  each  line  till  all  is  jufl  and  neat, 
A  whole  of  proper  parts,  a  work  almoft  compleat. 
So  when  fome  beauteous  dame,  a  reigning  toaft. 
The  flower  of  Forth,  and  proud  Edina's  boail. 
Stands  at  her  toilet  in  her  tartan  plaid. 
In  all  her  richell  head-geer  trimly  clad. 

The 
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The  curious  hand-maiJ,  with  obfervant  eye, 
Correfts  the  Avelling  hoop  that  hangs  awry ; 
Through  every  plait  her  bufy  fingers  rove. 
And  now  fhe  plies  below,  and  then  above. 
With  pleafmg  tattle  entertains  the  fair. 
Each  ribbon  fmooths,  adjufls  each  rambling  hair. 
Till  the  gay  nymph  in  her  full  luftre  fliine, 
And  Homer's  Juno  was  not  half  fo  fine. 

To  the  AUTHOR  of  the  Essay  on  Max. 

"^T  7  A  S  ever  work  to  fuch  perfection  wrought ; 
How  elegant  the  diction !  pure  the  thought ! 
Not  fparingly  adorn'd  with  fcatter'd  rays. 
But  one  bright  beautv,  one  coUedled  blaze : 
So  breaks  the  day  upon  the  (hades  of  night. 
Enlivening  all  with  one  unbounded  light. 

To  humble  man's  proud  heart,  thy  great  defign; 
But  who  can  read  this  v/ondrous  work  divine. 
So  juftly  plann'd,  and  fo  politely  writ. 
And  not  be  proud,  and  boall  of  human  wit  ? 

Yet  juft  to  thee,  and  to  thy  precepts  true. 
Let  us  know  man,  and  give  to  God  his  due; 
His  image  we,  but  mix'd  with  ccarfe  allay. 
Our  happinefs  to  love,  adore,  obey; 
To  praife  him  for  each  gracious  boon  beilov>'d. 
For  this  thy  work,  for  every  leiTer  good, 
"V\''ith  proftrate  hearts  before  his  throne  to  fall. 
And  own  the  great  Creator  all  in  all. 

The 
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The  Mufe,  which  fliould  inftru6l,  now  entertains. 
On  trifling  fubjecls,  in  enervate  ftrains;. 
Be  it  thy  taCc  to  fet  the  wanderer  right. 
Point  out  her  way  in  her  aerial  flight ; 
Her  noble  mien,  her  honours  loH  reilore. 
And  bid  her  deeply  think,   and  proudly  foar. 
Thy  theme  fublime,  and  ealy  verfe,  will  prcvs 
Her  high  defcent,  and  miflioii  from  above. 

Let  others  now  tranflate  ;  thy  abler  pen 
Shall  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  men ; 
In  Virtue's  cauie  fhall  glcrioufly  prevail. 
When  the  bench  frowns  in  vain,  and  pulpits  fail. 
Made  wife  by  thee,  whofe  happy  llyle  conveys 
The  pureil  morals  in  the  fofteft  lays. 
As  angels  once,  fo  now  we  mortals  bold 
Shall  climb  the  ladder  Jacob  view'd  of  old; 
Thy  kind  reforming  Mufe  fhall  lead  the  way 
To  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 

EPISTLE    to    Mr.    THOMSON, 
On  the  firft  Edition  of  his  Seasons. 

Q  O  bright,  fo  dark,  upon  an  April  day. 

The  fun  darts  forth,  or  hides  his  various  ray; 

So  high,  fo  low,  the  lark  afpiring  fmgs. 

Or  drops  to  earth  again  with  folded  wings ; 

So  fmcoth,  fo  rough,  the  fea  that  laves  our  Ihores, 

Smiles  in  a  calm,  or  in  a  tempefl:  roars. 

Believe  me,  Thomfon,  'tis  not  thus  I  write. 

Severely  kind,  by  envy  four'd  or  fpite : 

Nor 
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Nor  would  I  rob  thy  brows  to  grace  my  own; 
Such  arts  are  to  my  honeft  foul  unknown. 
I  read  thee  over  as  a  friend  fhould  read, 
Griev'd  when  you  fail,  o'erjoy'd  when  you  fucceed. 
Why  fhould  thy  Mufc,  born  fo  divinely  fair. 
Want  the  reforming  toilet's  daily  care  ? 
Drefii  the  gay  maid,  improve  each  native  grace. 
And  call  forth  ail  the  glories  of  her  face: 
Studioufly  plain,  and  elegantly  clean, 
Wiih  unafFedled  fpeech,  and  eafy  mien, 
Th'  accomplifh'd  nymph,    in  all  her  befl  attire, 
Courts  (hall  applaud,  and  prollrate  crowds  admire. 
Difcreetly  daring,  with  a  ftiiFen'd  rein, 
Firm  in  thy  feat  the  flying  freed  reilrain. 
Though  few  thy  faults,  who  can  perfeclion  boafl  ? 
Spots  in  the  fun  are  in  his  luflre  loft: 
Yet  ev*n  thofe  fpots  expunge  with  patient  care. 
Nor  fondly  the  minuted  error  fpare. 
For  kind  and  wife  the  parent,  who  reproves 
The  flighteft  blemifh  in  the  child  he  loves. 
Read  Philips  much,  confider  Milton  m.ore ; 
But  from  their  drofs  extract  the  purer  ore. 
To  coin  new  words,  or  to  rellore  the  old. 
In  fouthern  bards  is  dangerous  and  bold ; 
But  rarely,  very  rarely,  will  fucceed. 
When  minted  on  the  other  fide  of  Tweed. 
Let  perfpicuity  o'er  all  prefide — 
Soon  fhalt  thou  be  the  nation's  joy  and  pride. 
The  rhiming,  jingling  tribe,  with  bells  and  fong. 
Who  drive  their  limping  Pegafus  along, 

Vol.  XL,  CL  Shall 
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Shall  learn  from,  thee  in  bolder  flights  to  rife 

To  fcorii  the  beaten  road,  and  range  the  Ikies. 

A  genius  fo  refin'd,  fo  juil:,  fo  great. 

In  Britain's  ifle  fliall  fix  the  Mufe's  feat. 

And  new  Parnafius  ihall  at  home  create : 

Rules  from  thy  works  each  future  bard  {hall  draw,  ") 

Thv  works,  above  the  critic's  nicer  law. 
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And  rich  in  brilliant  gems  without  a  flaw. 
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To  the  PJghtHon.  Lady  ANNE  COVENTRY. 

Upon  viewing  her  fine  Ghimney-plece  of  Shell  work* 

'"F^HK  greedy  merchant  ploughs  the  fea  for  gain,. 
-■-      And  rides  exalting  o'er  the  watery  plain : 
While  howling  tempefts,  from  their  rocky  bed. 
Indignant  break  around  lij^  careful  head. 

The  royal  fleet  the  liquid  wafte  explores. 
And  fpeaks  in  thunder  to  the.  trembling  fliores ; 
The  voice  of  wrath  awak'd  the  nations  hear, 
The  vanquiih'd  hope,  and  the  proud  viclors  fear;. 
Thofe  quit  their  chain,  and  thefe  refign  their  palni^ 
While  Britain's  awful  flag  commands  a  calm. 

The  curious  fage,,  nor  gain  nor  fame  purfues. 
With  other  eyes  the  boiling  deep  he  views ; 
Hangs  o*er  the  cliff  inquifitive  to  know 
The  fecret  caufes  of  its  ebb  and  flow : 
Whence  breathe  the  winds  that  rufile  its  fmoothface,. 
Or  ranks  in  clalTea  all  the  fifhy  race. 

From 
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From  thofe  enormous  monfters  of  the  main. 
Who  in  their  world,  like  other  tyrants,  reign. 
To  the  poor  cockle-tribe,  that  humble  band^ 
Who  cleave  to  rocks,  or  loiter  on  the  ftrand. 
Yet  ev'n  their  fhells  the  forming  hand  divine 
Has,  with  diilinguifh'd  luftre,  taught  to  fhine. 
What  bright  enamel !   and  what  various  dyes  1 
What  lively  tints  delight  cur  wondering  eyes ! 
Th'  Almifrhty  Painter  ijlows  in  every  line : 
How  mean,  alas !  is  Raphael's  bold  defign. 
And  Titian's  colouring,  if  compar'd  to  thine  ! 
Juftly  fupreme  1  let  us  thy  power  revere. 
Thou  fiirH  all  fpace  !   all-beauteous  every  where! 
Thy  rifmg  fun  with  blufhes  paints  the  morn. 
Thy  fhining  lamps  the  face  of  night  adorn  ; 
Thy  flowers  the  meads,  thy  nodding  trees  the  hills; 
The  vales  thy  pallures  green,  and  bubbling  rills  5 
Thy  coral  groves,  thy  rocks  that  amber  weep. 
Deck  all  the  gloomy  manflons  of  the  deep ; 
Thy  yellow  fands  diftinift  with  golden  ore. 
And  thefe  thy  variegated  Ihells  the  fhore. 
To  all  thy  works  fuch  grandeur  hall  thou  lent. 
And  fuch  extravagance  of  ornament. 
For  the  falfe  traitor,  man,  this  pomp  and  faovv  \ 
A  fcene  fo  gay,  for  us  poor  worms  below  1 
No — for  thy  glory  all  thefe  beauties  rife. 
Yet  may  improve  the  good,  inftruct  the  wife. 

You,  madam,  fprung  from  Beaufort's  royal  line. 
Who,  loll  to  courts,  can  in  your  clofet  lhine> 

0^2  Beil 


I 
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Beft  know  to  ufe  each  bleffing  he  beflows, 

Be  ft  know  to  praife  the  power  from  whence  it  flows. 

Shells  in  your  hand  the  Parian  rock  defy. 

Or  agat,  or  Egyptian  porphyry — 

More  glofiy  they,  their  veins  of  brighter  dye. 

See  !  where  your  rifing  pyramids  afpire. 

Your  guefts  furpriz'd  the  fhining  pile  admire  I 

In  future  times,  if  fome  great  Phidias  rife, 

Whofe  chiflel  with  his  millrefs  Nature  vies. 

Who,  with  fuperior  flcill,   can  lightly  trace 

In  the  hard  marble  block  the  fofieft  face : 

To  crown  this  piece,  fo  elegantly  neat. 

Your  well-wrcught  bufto  fhall  the  whole  compleat.; 

O'er  your  own  work  from  age  to  age  prefide. 

Its  author  once,  and  then  its  greatefl:  pride. 


ADDRESS  to  his  ELBOW-CHAIR,  new  cluathed. 

"K/l  Y  dear  companion,  and  m.y  faithful  friend! 

If  Orpheus  taught  the  likening  oaks  to  bend; 
If  ftones  and  rubbifli,  at  Amphion's  call, 
Danc'd  into  form,  and  built  the  Theban  wall ; 
Why  fhouldft  not  thou  attend  my  humble  lays. 
And  hear  my  grateful  harp  refound  thy  praife  ? 
True,  thou  art  fpruce  and  fine,  a  very  beau ; 
But  what  are  trappings  and  external  j(how  ? 
To  real  worth  alone  I  make  my  court; 
Knaves  are  my  fcorn,  and  coxcombs  are  my  fport. 
Once  I  beheld  thee  far  lefs  trim  and  gay ; 
Ragged,  disjointed,  and  to  worms  a  prey ; 

The 
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The  fafe  retreat  of  every  lurking  moufe  ; 
Derided,  (hunn'd ;  the  lumber  of  my  houfe  ! 
Thy  robe  how  chang'd  from  what  it  was  before ! 
Thy  velvet  robe,  which  pleas'd  my  fires  of  yore  1 
'Tis  thus  capricious  Fortune  wheels  us  round;. 
Aloft  we  mount — then  tumble  to  the  ground. 
Yet  grateful  then,  my  conilancy  I  prov'd ; 
I  knew  thy  worth ;  my  friend  in  rags  I  lov'd ; 
I  lov'd  thee,  more ;  nor,  like  a  courtier,  fpurn'd 
My  benefactor,  when  the  tide  was  tum'd. 
With  confcious  fhame,  yet  frankly,  I  confefs. 
That  in  my  youthful  days — 1  lov'd  thee  lefs. 
Where  vanity,  where  pleafure  call'd,  I  ftray'd  ; 
And  every  wayward  appetite  obey'd. 
But  fage  experience  taught  me  how  to  prize 
Myfelf;   and  how,  this  world:  flie  bade  me  rife 
To  nobler  flights  regardlefs  of  a  race  "^ 

Of  factious  emmets ;  pointed  where  to  place  ^ 

My  blifs,  and  lodg'd  me  in  thy  foft  em.brace.       J 

Here  on  thy  yielding  dov/n  I  fit  fecure ; 
And,  patiently,  what  heaven  has  fent,  endure ; 
From  all  the  futile  cares  of  bufmefs  free  ; 
Not/£/»^  of  life,  but  yet  content  to  he: 
Here  mark  the  fleeting  hours ;  regret  the  pall ; 
And  ferioufly  prepare  to  meet  the  lafl. 

So  fafe  on  fliore  the  penfion'd  failor  lies ; 
And  all  the  malice  of  the  florm  defies : 
With  eafe  of  body  bleft,  and  peace  of  mind^ 
Pities  the  rcHlefs  crew  he  left  behind; 

0^3  Whilil, 
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Whilll:,  In  his  cell,  he  meditates  alone 

On  his  great  voyage,  to  the  world  unknowiic 

S        O        N        G. 

I 

A  S  o'er  Afteria's  fields  I  rove, 

The  blifsful  feat  of  peace  and  love. 
Ten  thoufand  beauties  round  me  rife. 
And  mingle  pleafure  with  furprize. 
By  nature  bleft  in  every  part, 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  of  art. 
This  paradife  of  blooming  joys 
Each  raptur'd  fenfe,  at  once,  em.pioys, 

II. 
But  when  I  view  the  radiant  queen. 
Who  form'd  this  fair  enchanting  fcene ; 
P^-rdon,  ye  grots!  ye  cryftal  floods  ! 
Ye  breathing  flowers !  ye  fliady  woods ! 
Your  coolnefs  now  no  more  invites ; 
No  more  your  murmuring  fliream  delights ; 
Your  fvveets  decay,  your  verdure  's  flown  ; 
My  foul 's  intent  on  her  alone. 


Para- 
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-Paraphrase  upon  a  French  SONG. 

**  Venge  moi  d'une  ingrate  maitreiTe, 
*'  Dieu  du  vin,  j 'implore  bon  yvrefTe.'* 


K 


IND  relief  in  all  my  pain. 
Jolly  Bacchus !  hear  my  prayer. 
Vengeance  on  th'  ingrateful  fair ! 
In  thy  fmiling  cordial  bowl. 
Drown  the  forrows  of  my  foul, 
AH  thy  deity  employ. 
Gild  each  gloomy  thought  witli  joy. 
Jolly  Bacchus !  fave,  oh  fave. 
From  the  deep  devouring  grave, 
A  poor,  defpairing,  dying  fwain. 

Hafte  away, 

Halle  away, 
Lafli  thy  tigers,  do  not  Hay, 
I'm  undone  if  thou  delay. 
If  I  view  thofe  eyes  once  more, 
Still  (hall  love,  and  ftill  adore. 
And  be  more  wretched  than  before. 
See  the  glory  round  her  facel 

See  her  move ! 

With  what  a  grace!  — 

Ye  Gods  above ! 
Is  fhe  not  one  of  your  immortal  race?— 
Fly,  ye  winged  Cupids,  fly. 
Dart  like  lightning  through  the  iky : 

CL4  Would 
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Would  ye  in  marble  temples  dwell. 
The  dear-one  to  my  arms  compel; 
Bring  her  in  bands  of  myrtle  tied ; 
Bid  her  forget,  and  bid  her  hide. 
All  her  fcorn,  and  all  her  pride. 
Would  ye  that  your  Have  repay 
A  fmoaking  hecatomb  each  day  ; 

O  rellore 
The  beauteous  Goddefs  I  adore ; 
O  rellore,  with  all  her  charms, 
The  faithlefs  vagrant  to  my  arms  I 

HUDIBRAS    and    MILTON    reconciled. 

To     Sh'     A  D  O  L  P  H  U  S     O  U  G  H  T  0  N. 

**  Si  fraftus  illabatur  orbis, 

**  Impavidum  ferient  ruinas."  Hor. 

TpV  EAR  knight,  how  great  a  drudge  is  he 

-*-*'    Who  would  excel  in  poetry  ! 

And  yet  how  few  have  learnt  the  art, 

T'  inform  the  head,  or  touch  the  heart  I 

Some,  with  a  dry  and  barren  brain. 

Poor  rogues  !  like  coftive  lap-dogs  Ibrain; 

While  others  with  a  flux  of  wit. 

The  reader  and  their  friends  befli-t. 

Would  you  (Sir  Knight)  my  judgement  know? 

He  ftill  writes  worll  who  writes /0-/0, 

In  this  the  mighty  fecret  lies. 

To  elevate  and  to  furprize : 

Thus 


OCCASIONAL     POEMS.         235 

Thus  far  my  pen  at  random  run. 
The  fire  was  out,  the  clock  ftruck  one. 
When,  lo  !    flrange  hollow  murmurs  from  without. 
Invade  my  ears.     In  every  quarter  rouz'd. 
The  warring  winds  rufh  from  their  rocky  caves 
Tumultuous ;  the  vapours  dank,  or  dry. 
Beneath  their  ilandards  rang'd,  with  lowering  front 
Darken  the  welkin.      At  each  dreadful  fnock 
Oaks,  pines,  and  e'.ms,  down  to  their  mother  earth 
Bend  low  their  fuppliant  heads :  the  nodding  towers 
Menace  deil:ruftion,  and  old  Edrick's  houfe 
From  its  foundation  fhakcs.     The  bellying  clouds 
Bur  ft  into  rain,  or  gild  their  fable  ]kirts 
With  flakes  of  ruddy  fire  ;   fierce  elements 
In  ruin  reccncil'd  !   redoubled  peals 
Of  ceafelefs  thunder  roar.     Convulfions  rend 
The  firmam.ent.     The  Vv^hole  creation  {lands 
Mute  and  appall'd,  and  trembling  waits  its  doom.. 
And  now  perhaps,  dear  friend,  you  wonder 
In  this  dread  fcene  of  wind,  rain,  thunder. 
What  a  poor  guilty  wretch  could  do ; 
Then  hear — (for,  faith,  t  tell  you  true) 
I  water'd,  fhook  my  giddy  head. 
Gravely  broke  wind,  and  went  to  bed. 

Upon  MIRANDA'S  leaving  the  Country. 

'np  H  E  fun  departing  hides  his  head. 
The  lily  and  the  rofe  are  dead. 
The  birds  forget  to  fmg ; 

The 
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The  cooing  turtles  now  no  more 
Repeat  their  amorous  ditties  o'er, 

•But  watch  th*  approaching  fpring. 

For  foon  the  merry  month  of  May 
Reftores  the  bright  all-chearing  ray  ; 

Soft  notes  charm  every  grove: 
The  flowers  ambrofial  incenfe  breatho. 
And  all  above,  and  all  beneath. 

Is  fragrance,  joy,  and  love. 

So  when  Miranda  hence  retires, 
•JLach  fhepherd  only  not  expires : 

How  rueful  is  the  fcene  ! 
How  the  dull  moments  creep  along ! 
No  fportive  dance,  nor  rural  fong. 

No  gambols  on  the  green. 

Yet,  when  the  radiant  nymph  appears, 
Eaich  field  its  richeft  livery  wears. 

All  nature's  blith  and  gay  ; 
The  fwains  tranfported  with  delight. 
After  a  long  and  gloomy  night, 

Blefs  the  reviving  day. 

While  thus,  indulgent  to  our  prayer 
Kind  heaven  permitted  us  to  fhare 

A  blefling  fo  divine  .; 
While  fmiling  hope  gave  fome  relief. 
And  joys  alternate  footh'd  our  grief. 

What  fhepherd  could  repine  ? 


But 
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'Eut  now — her  fatal  lofs  we  mourn. 
Never,  oh  1    never  to  return 

To  thefe  deferted  plains ; 
'"Undone,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
Alas !  'tis  winter  all  the  year 
To  us  unhappy  f.vains. 

Ye  little  Loves,  lament  around; 
With  empty  quivers  ftrew  the  ground. 

Your  bows  unbent  lay  down ; 
Harmlefs  your  wounds,  pointlefs  your  darts, 
And  frail  your  empire  o'er  our  hearts. 

Till  fhe  your  triumphs  crown. 

Ye  Nymphs,  ye  Fawns,  complaining  iigh; 
Ye  Graces,  let  your  trefles  fly. 

The  fport  of  every  wind: 
Ye  mimic  Echoes  tell  the  woods. 
Repeat  it  to  the  murmuring  floods. 

She's  gone !  fhe's  gone !  unkind  I 

Break,  fhepherds,  break  each  tunelefs  reed. 
Let  all  your  flocks  at  random  feed. 

Each  flowery  garland  tear  ; 
Since  Wit  and  Beauty  quit  the  plain, 
JPaft  pleafures  but  enhance  our  pain. 

And  life's  not  worth  our  care. 


TO 
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TO        PHYLLIS. 

'T^ HOUGH  clofe  immur'd,  poor- captive  maid! 

Young  Danae  play'd  a  wanton's  partj 
The  gold  that  in  her  lap  was  laid. 
Soon  found  a  paffage  to  her  heart. 

Ambitious  Semele,  beguil'd 

By  Juno's  unrelenting  hate. 
Amid  the  bright  deftruction  fmil'd,- 

Enjoy'd  her  God,  and  dy'd  in  fiate,. 

The  fwan  on  Leda's  whiter  breaft. 

Artful  deceiver  !  nellling  lay. 
With  joy  fhe  clafp'd  her  downy  guefl,. 

Fond  of  a  bird  fo  foft  and  gay. 

What  boon  can  faithful  merit  fharf* 


^3 


Where  intereft  reigns,  or  pride,  or  fhow  f 
*Tis  the  rich  banker  wins  the  fair. 

The  garter'd  knight,  or  feather'd  beau.. 

No  mors  my  panting  heart  fhall  beat. 
Nor  Phyllis  claim  one  parting  groan  f 

Her  tears,  her  vows,  are  all  a  cheat. 
For  woman  loves  herfe If  alone. 


To 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  H  AL  I  F  A X, 
Wiih  the  Fable  of  the  Two  Springs. 

/^  Halifax!   a  name  for  ever  dear 
^"^  To  Phoebus,  and  which  all  the  Nine  revere; 
Accept  this  humble  pledge  of  my  efteem. 
So  juflly  thine,  benevolence  my  theme. 
In  myftic  tales,  and  parables,  of  old 
Grave  Eaftern  Seers  inftruftive  lelTons  told; 
Wiie  Greece  from  them  receiv'd  the  happy  plan. 
And  taught  the  brute  to  pedagogue  the  man^ 
The  matron  truth  appears  with  better  grace. 
When  well-wrought  fables  veil  her  reverend  face  : 
Dry  precept  may  inftruct,  but  can't  delight. 
While  pleafmg  factions  all  our  powers  excite. 
Our  bufv  minds  each  facultv  employ. 
And  range  around,  and  ftart  their  game  with  joy; 
Pleas'd  with  the  chace,  make  the  rich  prey  their  own^ 
And  glory  in  the  conquefts  they  have  won. 
Fable  alone  can  crown  the  poet's  brow. 
Upon  his  works  immortal  charms  bellow  : 
And  'twere  a  fm  that  method  to  difprove. 
Which  Heaven  has  lix'd  by  fanclions  from  above. 
My  humble  Mufe  in  calm  retirement  roves 
Near  mofly  fountains,  and  near  fhady  groves  : 
Yet  there,  ev'n  there,  her  loyal  hands  would  raife 
Some  rural  trophy  to  her  monarch's  praife  ; 
Inftrud  thofe  fountains  and  thofe  groves  to  fnow. 
What  copious  bleffings  from  his  bounty  flow  ; 

While 
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While  flowers  and  (hrubs  blefs  his  propitious  aid,.. 

His  urrr  refrefhing,  or  protefting  fhade. 

Great  friend  of  human  kind !   thy  pious  hand 

Nor  wounds  to  kill,  nor  conquers  to  command, . 

Let  haughty  tyrants  of  falfe  glory  dream. 

Without  remorfe  purfue  the  bloody  fcheme; 

To  fame  forbidden  tread  the  lawlefs  way. 

And  o'er  the  ravag'd  world  extend  their  fway : 

'Tis  thine,  great  George,  to  guard  thy  favourite  iile 

From  open  force,  and  every  fecret  wile, 

Toraiieth'  opprefs'd,  to  make  the  captives  fmile 

To  pay  juft  heaven  what  righteous  monarchs  owe. 

And,  like  that  heaven,  to  blefs  the  world  below: 

To  build  new  temples,  to  repair  the  old. 

To  bring  the  llraggling  fheep  into  the  fold. 

And  bv  wife  laws  reftore  an  age  of  gold. 

Ye  blifsful  feats  where  Tame  and  Ifis  join, 

Lovely  retirement  of  the  facred  Nine, 

Parent  of  arts,  and  once  my  fweet  abode. 

Can  ye  forget  the  bleffrngs  he  beftow'd  ? 

Can  fophiftry  prevail  againft  that  prince, 

Whofe  mercy  and  beneficence  convince  ? 

Oh  !  touch  each  tuneful  ftring,  let  every  Mufe^ 

From  all  her  llores  her  noWeft  Paeans  chufe; 

Pay  what  fhe  can  in  tributary  lays. 

And  to  his  virtue  grant  fupplies  of  praife. 

To  all  the  world  your  grateful  hearts  make 'known. 

And  in  your  monarch's  fame  record  your  own. 

His  fame — which  Envy's  breath  can  ever  blaft. 

But  ages  yet  to  come  fhall  join  the  part. 

And  Brunfwick's  glory  with  the  world  fhall  laft. 

A    SONG 
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A     S  O  N  G    for  the    L  U  T  E. 

/^  ENTLY,  my  lute,  move  every  firings . 
^-^    Soft  as  my  fighs,  reveal  my  pain  ; 
While  I,  in  plaintive  numbers,  fmg 
Of  fligb-ied  vows,  and  cold  difdain^ 

In  vain  her  airs,  in  vain  her  art. 
In  vain  fhe  frowns  when  I  appear ; 

Thy  notes  fhall  melt  her  frozen  heart; 
She  cannot  hate,  if  fhe  can  hear. 

And  fee  flie  fmiles !  through  all  the  groves 

Triumphant  To-Pasans  found  : 
Clap  all  your  wings,   ye  little  Loves ; 

Ye  fportive  Graces,  dance  around. 

Ye  liilening  oaks,  bend  to  my  fong  ; 

Not  Orpheus  play'd  a  nobler  lay  : 
Ye  favages,  about  me  throng  ; 

Ye  rocks-,  and  harder  hearts,  obey. 

She  comes,  fhe  comes,  relenting  fair  I 
To  fill  with  joy  my  longing  arms ; 

What  faithful  lover  can  defpair, 

Who  thus  with  verCe,  and  mufick,  charms  ? 


THE 
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THE       COQ^UET. 

TX7HEN  tortur'd  by  the  cruel  fair 

And  almoll  mad  with  wild  defpair. 

My  fiecting  fpirits  rove  ; 
One  cordial  glance  reftores  her  flave, 
Redeems  me  from  the  gaping  grave. 

And  foothes  my  foul  to  love. 

Thus  in  a  fea  of  doubt  I'm  tofs'd. 
Now  funk,  now  thrcv.Ti  upon  the  coail: ; 

What  vv^retch  can  long  endure 
Such  odd,  perplexing  pangs  as  thefe. 
When  neither  mortal  the  difeafe. 
Nor  yet  compleat  the  cure  ? 

Proud  tyrant !  fmce  to  fave,  or  kill. 
Depends  on  thy  capricious  will. 

This  milder  fentence  give  ; 
Reverfe  my  ftrange,  untoward  fate. 
Oh  !  let  me  periih  by  thy  hate. 

Or  by  thy  kindnefs  live ! 


The    SUPERANUATED    LOVER. 

T^EAD  to  the  foft  delights  of  love, 

Spare  me,  O  !   fpare  me,  cruel  boy ; 
Nor  feek  in  vain  that  heart  to  move. 
Which  pants  no  more  with  amorous  joy. 

Of 
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Of  old,  thy  faithful  hardy  fwain, 

(When  fmit  with  fair  Paftcra's  charms) 

I  ferv'd  thee  many  a  Icng  campaign. 

And  wide  I  fpread  thy  conquering  arms. 

Now,  mighty  God,  difmifs  thy  flave. 

To  feeble  age  let  youth  fucceed; 
Recruit  among  the  ilrong  and  brave. 

And  kindly  fpare  an  invalide. 

Adieu,  fond  hopes,  fantaflic  cares. 
Ye  killing  joys,  ye  pleafmg  pains ! 

My  foul  for  better  guefts  prepares, 
Reafon  reftor'd,  and  virtue  reigns. 

But  why,  my  Cloe,  tell  me  why? 

Why  trickles  down  this  filent  tear? 
W'hy  do  thefe  blafhes  rife  and  die  ? 

W^hy  Hand  I  mute  when  thou  art  here  ? 

Ev'n  fleep  affords  my  foul  no  reft. 
Thee  bathing  in  the  ftream  I  view; 

With  thee  I  dance,  with  thee  I  feaft. 
Thee  through  the  gloomy  grove  purfue. 

Triumphant  God  of  gay  deiircs  I 

Thy  vaiTal's  raging  pains  remove ; 
I  burn,  I  burn,  with  fiercer  fires, 

Oh !  take  my  life,  or  crown  my  love. 
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ADVICE    to  the    LADIES. 

"IT^HO  now  regards  Chloris,  her  tears,  and  her 

whining. 
Her  fighs,  and  fond  wifhes,  and  aukward  repining? 
What  a  pother  is  here,  with  her  amorous  glances. 
Soft  fragments  of  Ovid,  and  fcraps  of  romances ! 

A  nice  prude  at  fifteen !  and  a  romp  in  decay  ! 
Cold  December  afR'ds  the  fweet  bloflbms  of  May ; 
To  fawn  in  her  dotage,  and  in  her  bloom  fpurn  us, 
Js  to  quench  love's  bright  torch,  and  with  touchwood 
to  burn  us. 

Believe  mc,  dear  maids,  there 's  no  way  of  evading ; 
While  ye  piih,  and  cry  nay,  your  rofes  are  fading : 
Though  vourpaffion  furvive,  y  our  beauty  will  dwir/dle. 
And  our  languifhing  embers  can  never  rekindle. 

When  bright  in  ycur  zeniths  we  proftrate  before  ye. 
When  ye  fet  in  a  cloud,  what  fool  will  adore  ye  ? 
Then,  ye  fair,  be  advis'd,  andfnatcKthe  kindbleffing. 
And  fhew  your  good  condudt  by  timely  pofTefiing. 

ANACREONTIC.    To  Cloe  drinking. 

ILTTHEN,  my  dear  Cloe,  you  refign 

One  happy  hour  to  mirth  and  wine. 
Each  glafs  you  drink  ftill  paints  ycur  face 
With  fome  new  victorious  grace  : 
Charms  in  referve  my  foul  furprize. 
And  by  frefli  wounds  your  lever  dies* 

Who 
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Who  can  refifl:  thee,  lovely  fair! 
That  wit !   that  foft  engaging  air  ! 
Each  panting  heart  its  homage  pays. 
And  all  the  vafTal  world  obeys. 
God  of  the  grape,  boaft  now  no  more 
Thy  triumphs  on  far  Indus'  fhore : 
Each  ufelefs  weapon  now  lay  down>- 
Thy  tigers,  car,  and  ivy-crown  ; 
Give  but  this  juice  in  full  fupplies. 
And  truft  thy  fame  to  Cloe's  eyes. 

To   a  DISCARDED    TOAST. 

f>  E  L I  A,  confefs  *tis  all  in  vain, 
^"'^    To  patch  the  ruins  of  thy  face  ; 
Nor  of  ill-natur'd  Time  complain. 
That  robs  it  of  each  blooming  grace, 

\i  Love  no  more  fhall  bend  his  bow. 
Nor  point  his  arrows  from  thine  eye. 

If  no  lac'd  fop,  nor  feather'd  beau, 
Defpairing  at  thy  feet  fhall  die ; 

Yet  ftill,  my  charmer,  wit  like  thine 

Shall  triumph  over  age  and  fate ; 
Thy  fetting  beams  with  luilre  fliine. 

And  rival  their  meridian  height. 

Beauty,  fair  flower !   foon  fades  away. 

And  tranfient  are  the  joys  of  love  ; 
But  wit,  and  virtue,  ne'er  decay, 

Ador'd  below,  and  blefs'd  above.. 

R  2  Thi 
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The    perjured    MISTRESS.     I 
From  Horace,  Epod.  xv.  ad  Neaeram,  ^ 

5'T^WAS  night,  and  heaven  intent  with  all  its 
"^     Gaz'd  on  the  dear  deceitful  maid ;     [eyes 
A  thoufand  pretty  things  fhe  faid, 
A  thoufand  artful  tricks  fiie  play'd. 
From  me,  deluded  me,  her  falfehood  to  difguife. 

She  clafp'd  me  in  her  foft  encircling  arms. 
She  prefs'd  her  glowing  cheek  to  mine. 
The  clinging  ivy,  or  the  curling  vine. 
Did  never  yet  fo  clofely  twine ; 
Who  could  be  man  and  bear  the  luftre  of  her  charms  ? 

And  thus  fhe  fwore :  by  all  the  powers  above. 
When  winter  florms  ihall  ceafe  to  roar. 
When  fummer  funs  fhall  fhine  no  more. 
When  wolves  their  cruelty  give  o'er, 
Neasra  then,  and  not  till  then,  ihall  ceafe  to  love. 

Ah!  falfeNeasra!  perjur'd  fair!  but  know, 
I  have  a  foul  too  great  to  bear 
A  rival's  proud  infulting  air. 
Another  may  be  found  as  fair. 
As  fair,  ungrateful  nymph!  and  far  more  juft  than  you. 

Shouldft  thou  repent,  and  at  my  feet  be  laid, 
Dejedled,  penitent,  forlorn. 
And  all  thy  former  follies  mourn, 
Thy  profFer'd  paffion  I  would  fcorn : 
The  Gods  ihall  do  me  right  on  that  devoted  head. 

And 


OCCASION  A  L    POEM  S.         945 

And  you,  fpruce  fir,  who  infolently  gay. 
Exulting,  laugh  at  my  difgrace, 
Boall:  with  vain  airs,  and  iHfF  grimace. 
Your  large  eftate,  your  handfome  face. 
Proud  of  a  fleeting  blifs,  the  pageant  of  a  day : 

You  too  fhall  foon  repent  this  haughty  fcorn ; 
When,  fickle  as  the  fea  or  wind. 
The  prolHtute  fliall  change  her  mind. 
To  fuch  another  coxcomb  kind ; 
Then  ihall  I  clap  my  wings,  and  triumph  in  my  turn. 

To  aYouNG  Lady,  who  fpent  the  Night  in  Tears , 
upon  a  Report  that  her  Brother  was  to  fight  a  Duel 
the  next  Morning. 

T)  AS  TOR  A  weeps,  let  every  lover  mourn. 

Her  grief  is  no  lefs  fatal  than  her  fcorn : 
Thofe  ihining  orbs  infiift  an  equal  pain, 
O'erfiown  with  tears,  or  pointed  with  difdaln. 
When  doubts  and  fears  invade  that  tender  breall. 
Where  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  fhould  ever  reft^ 
As  flowers  depriv'd  of  the  fun's  genial  ray. 
Earthward  we  bend,  and  filently  decay ; 
In  fpight  of  all  philofophy  can  do. 
Our  hearts  relent,  the  burfting  torrents  flow. 
We  feel  her  pains,  and  propagate  her  woe. 
Each  mournful  Mufe  laments  the  weeping  fair. 
The  Graces  all  their  comely  trefles  tear. 
Love  drags  his  wings,  and  droops  his  little  head. 
And  Venus  mourns  as  for  Adonis  dead, 

R  3  Patience, 


IS.  J 
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Patience,  dear  maid,  nor  without  caufe  complain, 
O  lavifli  not  thofe  precious  drops  in  vain : 
Under  the  fhield  of  your  prevailing  charms, 
Your  happy  brother  lives  fecure  from  harms^ 
Your  bright  refemblance  all  my  rage  difarm$ 
Your  influence  unable  to  withftand. 
The  confcious  fteel  drops  from  my  trembling  hand  ; 
Low  at  your  feet  the  guilty  weapon  lies. 
The  foe  repents,  and  the  fond  lover  dies, 
^neas  thus  by  men  and  Gods  purfued. 
Feeble  with  wounds,  defil'd  with  duit  and  blood, 
Beauty's  bright  Goddefs  interpos'd  her  charms. 
And  fav'd  the  hopes  of  Troy  from  Grecian  arms- 

To_Dr.  M reading  Mathematlcks. 

•T  7  A  IN  our  purfults  of  knowledge,  vain  our  care^ 

The  coH  and  labour  we  may  juftly  fpare. 
Death  from  this  coarfe  alloy  refines  the  mind. 
Leaves  us  at  large  t'  expatiate  unconfin'd; 
All  Ycience  opens  to  our  wondering  eyes. 
And  the  good  man  is  in  a  moment  wife. 

FROM    MARTIAL.     Epig.  xlvli. 

T  T  TOULD  you,  my  friend,  find  out  the  true  receipt^ 

^  ^      To  live  at  eafe,  and  ftem  the  tide  of  fate ; 
The  grand  elixir  thus  you  muft  infufe, 
A.nd  thefe  ingredients  to  be  happy  chufej 

Firll 
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Firll  ae  eftate,  not  got  with  toil  and  fweat. 
But  unincumber'd  left,  and  free  from  debt; 
For  let  that  be  your  dull  forefather's  care. 
To  pinch  and  drudge  for  his  deferving  heir; 
Fruitful  and  rich,  in  land  that's  found  and  good. 
That  fills  your  barns  with  corn,  your  hearth  with  wood ; 
That  cold  nor  hunger  may  your  houfe  infeft. 
While  flames  invade  the  (kies,  and  pudding  crowns  the 
A  quiet  mind,  ferene,  and  free  from  care,       [feaft. 
Nor  puzzling  on  the  bench,  nor  noify  at  the  bar ; 
A  body  found,  that  phyfick  cannot  mend; 
Apd  the  beft  phyfick  of  the  mind,  a  friend. 
Equal  in  birth,  in  humour,  and  in  place. 
Thy  other  felf,  diftinguifh'd  but  by  face; 
Whofe  fympathetic  foul  takes  equal  ihare 
Of  all  thy  pleafure,  and  of  all  thy  care, 
A  modeft  board,  adorn'd  with  men  of  fenfe. 
No  French  ragouts,  nor  French  impertinence, 
A  merry  bottle  to  engender  wit. 
Not  over-dos'd,  but  quantum  fufficit:: 
Equal  the  error  is  in  each  excefs. 
Nor  dulnefs  lefs  a  fm,  than  drunkenn^fs, 
A  tender  wife  diffolving  by  thy  fide, 
Eafy  and  chafte,  free  from  debate  and  pride, 
^ach  day  a  miflrefs,  and  each  night  a  bride. 
Sleep  undiflurb'd,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
The  merry  horn,  that  chides  thy  tedious  Hay; 
A  horfe  that's  clean,  fure-footed,  fwift,  and  found. 
And  dogs  that  make  the  echoing  clifts  refound ; 

R  4  That 
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That  fvveep  the  deuy  plains,  out-fly  the  wind. 
And  leave  domeftic  forrows  far  behind. 
Pleas'd  with  thy  prefent  lot,  nor  grudging  at  the  pad. 
Not  fearing  when  thy  time  fhall  come,  nor  hoping 
for  thy  lail. 

To  a  Gentleman,  who  married  his  Call  Pvliftrefs. 
Fiom  Horace,  Book  III.  Ode  ix. 

D.  "YITKILE  I  was  yours,  and  yours  alone. 

Proud,  and  tranfported  with  your  charms, 
I  envy'd  not  the  Perfiah  throne. 

But  reign'd  mere  glorious  in  your  arms, 

£.  While  you  were  true,,  nor  Suky  fair 

Had  chac'd  poor  Bruny  from  your  breaft; 
Not  Ilia  could  with  me  compare. 
So  fam'd,  or  fo  divinely  bleft. 

Z>.  In  Suky's  arms  entranc'd  I  lie. 

So  fweetly  lings  the  warbling  fair! 
For  whom  moll  willingly  I  'd  die, 
V/ould  Fate  the  gentle  Syren  fpare. 

JB,  Me  Billy  burns  with  mutual  fire. 

For  whom  I  'd  die,  in  v/hom  I  live. 
For  whom  each  moment  I  'd  expire. 
Might  he,  my  better  part,  furvive. 

J).  Should  I  once  more  my  heart  refign. 
Would  ycu  the  penitent  receive  ? 

Would 
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Would  Suky  fcorn'd  atone  my  crime  ? 
And  would  my  Bruny  own  her  Have  ? 

B.  Though  brighter  he  than  blazing  ftar. 
More  fickle  thou  than  wind  or  fea. 
With  thee,  my  kind  returning  dear, 
1  'd  live,  contented  die  with  thee. 

A   DAINTY   NEW  BALLAD: 

Occafioned  by  a  Clergyman's  Widow  of  Seventy 
Years  of  Age,  being  married  to  a  young  Excife- 
man.  , 

f~T^  HERE  liv'd  in  our  good  town^ 
-*-     A  relifl  of  the  gown, 

A  chafte  and  humble  dame  ; 
Who,  when  her  man  of  God 
Was  cold  as  any  clod, 

Dropt  many  a  tear  in  vain. 

But  now,  good  people,  learn  all. 
No  grief  can  be  eternal ; 

Nor  is  it  m^eet,  I  ween. 
That  folks  ihould  always  whimper. 
There  is  a  time  to  fimper. 

As  quickly  Ihall  be  feen. 

For  love  that  little  urchin. 
About  this  widow  lurching. 

Had  flily  fix'd  his  dart ; 
The  filent  creeping  flame 
Boil'd  fore  in  every  vein. 

And  glow'd  about  her  heart. 

S03 
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So  when  a  pipe  we  fmoke. 
And  frcm  the  Hint  provoke 

The  fparks  that  twinkling  play  ; 
The  touchwood  old  and  dry 
With  heat  begins  to  fry. 

And  eentlv  waftes  away. 

With  art  ilie  patch'd  up  nature. 
Reforming  every  feature, 

Reftoring  every  graces 
To  gratify  her  pride. 
She  flopp'd  each  cranny  wide. 

And  painted  o'er  her  face. 

Nor  red,  nor  eke  the  white. 
Was  wanting  to  invite. 

Nor  coral  lips  that  pout ; 
But,  oh  I  in  vain  fhe  tries. 
With  darts  toarm  thofe  eyes 

That  dimly  fquint  about. 

With  order  and  with  care. 
Her  pyramid  of  hair 

Sublimely  mounts  the  fky; 
And,  that  fhe  might  prevail, 
5he  bolfter'd  up  her  tail, 

With  rumps  three  ftories  high. 

With  many  a  rich  perfume, 
-She  purify 'd  her  room, 
•  As  there  was  need,  no  doubt; 


For 
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For  on  thefe  warm  occafions, 
OiFenfive  exhalations 
Are  apt  to  fly  about. 

On  beds  of  rofes  lying. 
Expelling,  wifliing,  dying. 

Thus  languifh'd  for  her  love 
The  Cyprian  Queen  of  old. 
As  merry  bards  have  told. 

All  in  a  myrtle  grove. 

In  pale  of  mother  church. 
She  fondly  hop'd  to  lurch. 

But,  ah  me  !   hop'd  in  vain; 
No  dodtor  could  be  found. 
Who  this  her  cafe  profound 

Durft  venture  to  explain. 

At  length  a  youth  full  fmart. 
Who  oft  by  magic  art 

Had  div'd  in  many  a  hole ; 
Or  kilderkin,  or  tun. 
Or  h©gfhead,  'twas  all  one. 

He  'd  found  it  with  his  pole. 

• 

His  art,  and  eke  his  face. 
So  fuited  to  her  cafe, 

Engag'd  her  love-fick  heart; 
Quoth  fhe,  My  pretty  Diver, 
With  thee  I  '11  live  for  ever. 

And  from  thee  never  part.  *' 

For 
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For  thee  my  bloom  reviving. 
For  thee  frefh  charms  arifmg. 

Shall  melt  thee  into  joy ; 
Nor  doubt,  my  pretty  fweeting. 
Ere  nine  months  are  compleating. 

To  fee  a  bonny  boy. 

As  ye  have  feen,  no  doubt, 
A  candle  when  jufl  out. 

In  flames  break  forth  again  ; : 
So  fhone  this  widow  bright, 
AH  blazing  in  defpight 

Of  threefcore  years  and  t€n» 


CANIDIA's   EPITHALAMIUM. 

Upon  the  fame. 

'Tp  I M  E  as  malevolent,  as  old, 
'*"     To  blaft  Canidia's  face, 
(Which  once  'twas  rapture  to  behold) 
With  wrinkles  and  difgrace. 

Not  fo  in  blooming  beauty  bright. 

Each  envying  virgin's  pattern. 
She  reign'd  with  undifputed  right 

A  *  prieftefs  of  St.  Cattern. 

•  She  was  bar-keeper  at  the  Catterii'Wheel  in  Oxford. 

Each 
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Each  fprightly  foph,  each  brawny  thrum. 

Spent  his  firft  runnings  here  ; 
And  hoary  dcxSlors  dribbling  come. 

To  languifh  and  defpair. 

Low  at  her  feet  the  proftrate  arts 

Their  humble  homage  pay  ; 
To  her  the  tyrant  of  their  hearts. 

Each  bard  dire£ls  his  lay. 

But  now,  when  impotent  to  pleafe, 

Alas  !   (he  would  be  doing ; 
Reverfmg  Nature's  wife  decrees. 

She  goes  herielf  a-wooing. 

Though  brib'd  with  all  her  pelf,  the  fwain 

Moil:  aukwardly  complies ; 
Prefs'd  to  bear  arms,  he  ferves  in  paln^ 

Or  from  his  colours  flies. 

So  does  an  ivy,  green  when  old. 

And  fprouting  in  decay  ; 
In  juicelefs,  joylefs  arms  infold 

A  fapling  young  and  gay. 

The  thriving  plant,  if  better  join'd. 

Would  emulate  the  Ikies ; 
But,  to  that  wither'd  trunk  confin'd, 

-Grows  fickly,  pines,  and  dies. 


HUNT. 
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HUNTING-SONG. 

"DEHOLD,  my  friend,  the  rofy-finger'd  Morn,- 

With  blufhes  on  her  face,. 

Peeps  o'er  yon  azure  hill ; 

Rich  gems  the  trees  enchafe,  • 

Pearls  from  each  bufh  diftil, 
Arife,  arife,  and  hail  the  light  new-born. 

Hark  !  hark !  the  merry  horn  calls.,  come  away  r 

Quit,  quit  thy  downy  bed  ; 

Break  from  Amynta's  arms ; . 

Oh  !   let  it  ne'er  be  faid. 

That  all,  that  all  her  charms. 
Though  ihe  's  as  Venus  fair,  can  tempt  thy  itay,  - 

Perplex  thy  foul  no  more  with  cares  below. 

For  what  will  pelf  avail ! 

Thy  courfer  paws  the  ground. 

Each  beagle  cocks  his  tail. 

They  fpend  their  mouths  around. 
While  health,  and  pleafure,  fmiles  on  every^brow. 

Try,  huntfmen,  all  the  brakes,  fpread  all  the  plain. 

Now,  now,  ihe  's  gone  away. 

Strip,  ftrip,  with  fpeed  purfue  ;  ; 

The  jocund  God  of  day. 

Who  fain  our  fport  would  view. 
See,  fee,  he  flogs  his  fiery  Heeds  in  vain. 

Pour 
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Pour  down,  like  a  flood  from  the  hills,  brave  boys. 

On  the  wings  of  the  wind 

The  merry  beagles  fly  ; 

Dull  Sorrow  lags  behind  : 

Ye  flirill  echoes,  reply ; 
Catch  each  flying  found,  and  double  our  Joys. 

Ye  rocks,  woods,  and  caves,  our  mufick  repeat: 

The  bright  fpheres  thus  above, 

A  gay  refulgent  train, 

Harmonioufly  move 

O'er  yon  celelUal  plain 
Like  us  whirl  along,  in  concert  fo  fweet. 

Now  Pufs  threads  the  brakes,  and  heavily  flies> 

At  the  head  of  the  pack 

Old  Fidler  bears  the  bell. 

Every  foil  he  hunts  back. 

And  aloud  rings  her  knell, 
Till,  forc'd  into  view,  ihe  pants,  and  fhe  dies. 

In  life's  dull  round  thus  we  toil,  and  we  fweat; 

Difeafes,  grief,  and  pain. 

An  implacable  crew. 

While  we  double  in  vain. 

Unrelenting  purfue. 
Till,  quite  hunted  down,  we  yield  with  regret. 

This  moment  is  ours,  come  live  while  ye  may. 
What 's  decreed  by  dark  fate 
Is  not  in  our  own  power. 

Since 


^56  SOMERVIL  E'S 

Since  to-morrow  's  too  late. 
Take  the  prefent  kind  hour  : 
With  wine  chear  the  night,  as  fports  blefs  the  day. 

A  Translation  of  H  O  R  A  C  E,    Ep.  x. 

Horace  recommends  a  Country  Life,  and  diffuades 
his  Friend  from  Ambition  and  Avarice. 


■\ 


TT  E  ALTH  to  my  friend  loft  in  the  fmoky  town. 
From  him  who  breathes  in  country  air  alone 
In  all  things  elfe  thy  foul  and  mine  are  one ; 
And  like  two  aged  long  acquainted  doves. 
The  fame  our  mutual  hate,  the  fame  our  mutual  loves. 
Clofe,  and  fecure,  you  keep  your  lazy  neft. 
My  wandering  thoughts  won't  let  my  pinions  reft: 
O'er  rocks,  feas,  woods,  I  take  my  wanton  flight. 
And  each  new  objed  charms  with  new  delight. 
To  fay  no  more,  my  friend,  I  live,  and  reign. 
Lord  of  myfelf :   I  've  broke  the  fervile  chain. 
Shook  off  with  fcorn  the  trifles  you  defire. 
All  the  vain  empty  nothings  fops  admire. 
Thus  the  lean  flave  of  fome  fat  pamper'd  prieft 
With  greedy  eyes  at  firft  views  each  luxurious  feaft  ; 
But,  quickly  cloy'd,  now  he  no  more  can  eat 
Their  godly  viands,  and  their  holy  meat : 
Wifely  ambitious  to  be  free  and  poor. 
Longs  for  the  homely  fcraps  he  loath'd  before. 
Seek'ft  thou  a  place  where  nature  is  obferv'd. 
And  cooler  reafon  may  be  mildly  heard ; 

To 
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To  rural  ftiades  let  thy  calm  foul  retreat, 
Thefe  are  th'  Elyfian  fields,  this  is  the  happy  Teat, 
Proof  againil  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  heat. 
Here  no  invidious  care  thy  peace  annoys. 
Sleep  undifturb'd,  uninterrupted  joys  ; 
Your  marble  pavements  with  difgrace  mufl:  yield 
To  each  fmooth  plain,  and  gay  enamel'd  field: 
Your  muddy  aquicdudls  can  ne'er  compare 
With  country  ftreams,  more  pure  than  city  air; 
Our  yew  and  bays  inclos'd  in  pots  ye  prize. 
And  mimic  little  beauties  we  defpife. 
The  rofe  and  woodbine  marble  walls  fuppcrt. 
Holly  and  ivy  deck  the  gaudy  court : 
But  yet  in  vain  all  fnifts  the  artift  tries, 
The  difcontented  twig  but  pines  av^ay  and  dies. 
The  houfe  ye  praife  that  a  large  profpeft  yields. 
And  view  with  longing  eyes  the  pleafure  of  the  fields ; 
'Tis  thus  ye  own,  thus  tacitly  confefs, 
Th'  inim.itable  charms  the  peacefiil  country  blefs. 
In  vain  from  nature's  rules  we  blindly  llray. 
And  pufh  th' uneafy  monitrix  away: 
Still  fhe  returns,  nor  lets  our  confcience  rell, 
But  night  and  day  inculcates  what  is  bell. 
Our  trueft  friend,  though  an  unwelcome  rueft. 
■As  foon  th'  unfkilful  feci  that's  blind  enough. 
To  call  rich  Indian  dam.^.fk  Norwich  ftuiF, 
Shall  become  rich  by  trade;  as  he  be  wife, 
Whofe  partial  foul  and  undifcerning  eyes 
Can't  at  firft  figlit,  and  at  each  tranfient  view, 
Diilinguifn  good  from  bad,  or  faifs  from  true. 
.     Vol.  XL.  S  He 
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He  that  too  high  exalts  his  giddy  head 

When  Fortune  imiles,  if  the  jilt  frowns,  is  dead: 

Th'  afpiring  fool,  big  with  his  haughty  boail. 

Is  the  moil  abjeft  wretch  when  all  his  hopes  are  loll. 

Sit  loofe  to  all  the  world,  nor  aught  admire, 

Thefe  worthlefs  toys  too  fondly  we  defire ; 

Since  when  the  darling  's  ravifh'd  from  our  heart. 

The  pleafure's  over-balanc'd  by  the  fmart. 

Confine  thy  thoughts,  and  bound  thy  loofe  defires. 

For  thrifty  nature  no  great  coft  requires : 

A  healthful  body,  and  thy  miilrefs  kind. 

An  humble  cot,  and  a  m.ore  humble  mind : 

Thefe  once  enjoy'd,  the  world  is  all  thy  own. 

From  thy  poor  cell  defpife  the  tottering  throne 

And  wakeful  monarchs  in  a  bed  of  down. 

The  flag  well  arm'd,  and  with  unequal  force. 

From  fruitful  meadows  chac*d  the  conquer'd  horfeJ 

The  haughty  bead  that  ftomach'd  the  difg 

In  meaner  paftures  not  content  to  graze 

Receives  the  bit,  and  man's  affiilance  pray 

The  conquell  gain'd,  and  many  trophies  won. 

His  falfe  confederate  Hill  rode  boldly  on  ; 

In  vain  the  beaft  curs'd  his  perfidious  aid. 

He  plung'd,  he  rear'd,  but  nothing  could  perfuade 

The  rider  from  his  back,  or  bridle  from  his  head. 

Juil  fo  the  wretch  that  greedily  afpires. 

Unable  to  content  his  wild  defires ; 

Dreading  the  fatal  thought  of  being  poor, 

Lofes  a  prize  woith  all  his  golden  ore. 

The  happy  freedom  iie  enjoy'd  before. 

About 
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About  him  Hill  th'  uneafy  load  he  bears, 
Spurr'd  on  with  fiuitlefs  hopes,  and  curb'd  with  anxious 
The  man  whofe  fortunes  fit  not  to  his  mind,    [fears. 
The  way  to  true  content  fhall  never  find ; 
If  the  Ihoc  pinch,  or  if  it  prove  too  wide. 
In  that  he  walks  in  pain,  in  this  he  treads  afide. 
But  you,  my  friend,  in  calm  contentment  live. 
Always  well  pleas'd  with  what  the  Gods  fhall  give; 
Let  not  bafe  fhining  pelf  thy  mind  deprave. 
Tyrant  of  fools,  the  wife  man's  drudge  and  flave; 
And  me  reprove  if  I  fhall  crave  for  more. 
Or  feem  the  leaft  uneafy  to  be  poor. 
Thus  much  I  write,  merry,  and  free  from  care. 
And  nothing  covet,  but  thy  prefence  here. 


THE     MISER'S     SPEECH, 
From  Horace,  EpoJ.  II. 


H 


A  P  P  Y  the  man,  who,  free  from  care. 
Manures  his  own  paternal  fields. 
Content,  as  his  wife  fathers  were, 
T'  enjoy  the  crop  his  labour  yields. 

Nor  ufury  torments  his  breaft. 

That  barters  happinefs  for  gain. 
Nor  war's  alarms  diilurb  his  reft. 

Nor  hazards  of  the  faiihiefs  main  : 

S  2  Nor 
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Nor  at  the  loud  tumultucus  bar, 

Witli  cofdy  ncire,  and  dear  debate. 

Proclaims  an  everlafting  war ; 

Nor  fawns  on  villains  baielv  p;reat. 

But  for  the  vine  feledts  a  fpoufe, 

Challe  emblem  of  the  marriage-bed. 

Or  prunes  the  too  luxuriant  boughs. 
And  grafts  more  happy  in  their  ftead. 

Or  hears  the  lowing  herds  from  far. 
That  fatten  on  the  fruitful  plains. 

And  ponders  with  delightful  care. 
The  profpe6l  of  his  future  gains. 

Or  (hears  his  (heep  that  round  him  graze. 
And  droop  beneath  their  curling  loads; 

Or  plunders  his  laborious  bees 
Of  balmy  ne£lar,  drink  of  gods ! 

His  chearful  head  when  Autumn  rears. 
And  bending  boughs  reward  his  pains. 

Joyous  he  plucks  the  lufcious  pears. 
The  purple  grape  his  finger  ftains. 

Each  hon,eft  heart's  a  welome  gueft. 
With  tempting  fruit  his  tables  glow. 

The  Gods  are  hidden  to  the  feaft. 
To  ihare  the  bluuings  they  bellow. 

Under  an  oak*s  protefting  Ihade, 
In  flowery  meads  profufely  gay. 

Supine  he  leans  his  peaceful  head. 
And  gently  loiters  life  av/ay. 


The 
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The  vccal  ftreams  that  murmuring  flow. 

Or  from  their  fprings  complaining  creep. 
The  birds  that  chirp  on  every  bough. 

Invite  his  yielding  eyes  to  fleep. 

But,  when  bleak  ftorms  and  lowering  Jove 

Now  fadden  the  declining  year. 
Through  every  thicket,  every  grove. 

Swift  he  purfues  the  flying  deer. 

With  deep-hung  hounds  he  fweeps  the  plains ; 

The  hills,  the  vallies,  fmoak  around: 
The  woods  repeat  his  pleafmg  pains. 

And  Echo  propagates  the  found. 

Cr,  pufh'd  by  his  viftorious  fpear. 

The  grifly  boar  before  him  flies, 
Betray'd  by  his  prevailing  fear 

Into  the  toils,  the  monfter  dies. 

Kis  towering  falcon  mounts  the  ikies. 
And  cuts  through  clouds  his  liquid  way ; 

Or  elfe  with  fly  deceit  he  tries 

To  make  the  lefTer  game  his  prey. 

Who,  thus  poflTefs'd  of  folid  joy. 
Would  Love,  that  idle  imp,  adore  ? 

Cloe  's  coquet,  Myrtilla  's  coy. 
And  Phyllis  is  a  perjur'd  whore. 

Adieu,  fantafiic  idle  flame  ! 

Give  me  a  profitable  wife, 
A  careful,  but  obliging  dame. 

To  foften  all  die  toils  of  life  : 

S  3  Who 
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Who  fhal!  with  tender  care  provide, 

Againil  her  weary  fpoufe  return, 
With  plenty  fee  his  board  fupply'd. 

And  make  the  crackling-  billets  burn : 

And  while  liis  men  and  maids  repair 
To  fold  his  fheep,  to  milk  his  kine. 

With  unbought  dainties  feaft  her  dear. 
And  treat  him  with  domeftic  wine. 

I  view  with  pity  and  difdain 

The  coftly  trifles  coxcombs  boaft. 
Their  Eourdeaux,  Burgundy,   Champaign, 

Though  fparkling  with  the  brightell  toall, 

Pleas'd  with  found  manufacture  more, 
Than  all  the  flum  the  knaves  impofe. 

When  the  vain  cully  treats  his  whore. 
At  Brawn's,  the  Mitre,  or  the  Rofe. 

Let  fops  their  fickly  palates  pleafe. 

With  luxury's  expenfive  ftore. 
And  feaft  each  virulent  difeafe 

With  dainties  from  a  foreign  fhore* 

I,  whom  my  little  farm  fupplies. 

Richly  on  nature's  bounty  live; 
The  only  happy  are  the  wife. 

Content  is  all  the  Gods  can  give. 

While  thus  on  wholefome  cates  I  feaft. 

Oh !  with  what  rapture  I  behold 

My  flocks  in  comely  order  hafte 

T'  enrich  with  foil  the  barren  fold! 

The 
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The  languid  ox  approaches  flow. 
To  Ihare  the  food  his  labours  earn; 

Painful  he  tugs  th'  inverted  plough. 
Nor  hunger  quickens  his  return. 

My  wanton  fwains,  uncouthly  gay. 

About  my  fmiling  hearth  delight. 
To  fweeten  the  laborious  day. 

By  many  a  merry  tale  at  night. 

Th-us  fpoke  old  Gripe,  when  bottles  three 

Of  Burton  ale,  and  fea-coal  lire, 
Unlock'd  his  bread ;  refolv'd  to  be 

A  generous,  honeil,  country  fquire. 

That  very  night  his  money  lent. 

Oil  bond,  or  mortgage,  he  call'd  in^ 

With  lawful  ufe  of  fix  per  cent. 
Next  morn,  he  put  it  out  at  ten. 


S  4  FABLE 
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FABLE  I. 

THE    CAPTIVE    TRUMPETER, 

"  — Qbo  non  praeftantior  alter 
•*  jEre  ciere  viros,  Martemque  accendere  cantu.'^ 

VlRG. 

A    Party  of  hufT^irs  of  late 

For  prog  and  plunder  recur 'd  the  plains^ 
Some  French  Gens  d'"Armes  furpriz'd,  and  beat. 
And  brought  their  trumpeter  in  chains. 

In  doleful  plight,  th'  unhappy  bard 
For  quarter  begg'd  on  bended  knee. 

Pity,  Melneurs  !  In  truth  'tis  hard 
To  kill  a  harmlefs  enemy, 

Thefe  hands,  of  {laughter  innocent. 
Ne'er  brandifh'd  the  deftruclive  fword. 

To  you  or  yours  no  hurt  I  meant, 
O  take  a  poor  mufician's  word. 

But  the  Hern  foe,  with  generous  rage. 
Scoundrel  1  reply'd.  Thou  firil  fnalt  die^ 

Who,  urging  others  to  engage. 
From  fame  and  danger  bafely  fly. 

The  brave  by  law  of  arms  we  fpare. 
Thou  by  the  hangman  ihalt  expire  ; 

'Tis  jull,  and  not  at  all  fev<.^re. 

To  Hop  the  breath  that  blew  the  fire, 

FABLE 
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FABLE        II. 

The  Bald-pated  Welshman,  and  the  Fly. 

"  — Qui  non  modcrabitur  irse^ 
**  Inf*i»ftuin  volet  effe,  dolor  quod  fuaferit  &  mens, 
**  Dum  poenas  odio  per  vim  fellinat  inulto."  Hor. 

A    S  Qjj  I R  E  of  Wales,  vvhofe  Wood  ran  higher 
Than  that  of  any  other  fquire, 
Hafty  and  hot;  whofe  peevifh  honour 
Reveng'd  each  flight  was  put  upon  her. 
Upon  a  mountain's  top  one  day 
Expos'd  to  Sol's  meridian  ray ; 
He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd,  he  fwore, 
Exhal'd  a  Tea  at  every  pore: 
At  laft,  fuch  infults  to  evade. 
Sought  the  next  tree's  protecting  ihade; 
Where,  as  he  lay  difiblv'd  in  fweat. 
And  Vv-ip'd  off  many  a  rivulet. 
Off  in  a  pet  the  beaver  flies. 
And  flaxen  v/ig,  time's  befl:  difguife. 
By  which,  folks  of  maturer  ages 
Vie  with  fmooih  beaux,  and  ladies  pages : 
Though  'tvvao  a  fecret  rarely  known, 
lU-natur'd  age  had  cropt  his  crown, 
Grubb'd  all  the  covert  up,  and  now 
A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  his  brow. 
Thus  as  he  lay  with  numikul  bare. 

And  courted  tne  refrelhing  air. 

New 
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New  pcrfecutions  ftill  appear, 
A  ncify  fly  offends  his  ear. 
Alas !  what  man  of  parts  and  fenfe 
Could  bear  fu:h  vile  impertinence? 
Yet  fo  difcGurtcous  is  our  fate, 
Fools  always  buz  about  the  great. 
This  infedl  now,  whofe  adive  fpight, 
Teaz'd  him  with  never-ceanng  bite, 
With  fo  much  judgment  play'd  his  part. 
He  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  auart; 
In  vain  with  open  hands  he  tries 
To  guard  his  ears,  his  nofe,  his  eyes ; 
For  now  at  laft,  familiar  grown. 
He  perch'd  upon  his  v/orfhip's  crown. 
With  teeth  and  claws  his  fkin  he  tore, 
And  ftuff'd  himfelf  with  human  gore. 
At  lail,  in  manners  to  excel, 
Untrufs'd  a  point,  fome  authors  tell. 
But  now  what  rhetorick  could  afluage 
The  furious  fquire,  ftark  mad  with  rage? 
Impatient  at  the  foul  difgrace. 
From  infedl  of  fo  mean  a  race ; 
And  plotting  vengeance  on  his  foe. 
With  double  fift  he  aims  a  blow : 
The  nimble  fly  efcap'd  by  flight. 
And  fkip'd  from  this  unequal  fight. 
Th'  impending  flroke  with  all  its  weight 
Fell  on  his  ov/n  beloved  pate. 
Thus  much  he  gain'd  by  this  adventurous  deed. 
He  foul'd  his  fingers,  and  he  broke  his  head. 

MORAL. 
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M    ORAL. 
Let  fenates  hence  learn  to  prclerve  their  flate. 
And  fcorn  the  fool,  below  their  grave  debate, 
Who  by  th'  unequal  ilrife  grows  popular  and  great. 
Let  him  buz  on,  with  fenfelefs  rant  defy 
The  wife,  the  good ;  yet  ilill  'tis  but  a  fly. 
With  puny  foes  the  toil 's  not  worth  the  coil. 
Where  nothing  can  be  gain'd,  much  may  be  loll: 
Let  cranes  and  pigmies  in  mock-war  engage, 
A  prey  beneath  the  generous  eagle's  rage. 
True  honour  o'er  the  clouds  fublimely  wings ; 
Young  Ammon  fcorns  to  run  with  lefs  than  kings. 

FABLE        III. 
The    ANT    and    the    FLY. 


*'  Quern  res  plus  nimio  deledlavere  fecunds, 

*' Mutatas  quatient." —  Hor. 


'"T'  HE  careful  ant  that  meanly  fares. 

And  labours  hardly  to  fupply. 
With  wholefome  cates  and  homely  tares, 
Kis  numerous  working  family ; 

Upon  a  vifit  met  one  day 

His  coufm  fly,  in  all  his  pride, 

A  courtier  infolent  and  gay. 
By  Goody  Maggot  near  ally'd: 


The 
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The  humble  inleft  humbly  bow'd,  M 

And  all  his  loweft  congees  paid,  '.      ■ 

Of  an  alliance  wondrous  proud 
To  fuch  a  huffing  tearing  blade. 

The  haughty  fly  look'd  big,  and  fwore 
He  knew  him  not,  nor  whence  he  came  ;: 

HufF'd  much,  and  with  impatience  bore 
The  fcandal  of  To  mean  a  claim. 

Friend  Clodpate,  know,  'tis  not  the  mode 

At  court,  to  own  fuch  clowns  as  thee, 
Ncr  is  it  ci\'il  to  intrude 

On  flies  of  rank  and  quality. 

I — who,  in  joy  and  indolence, 

Converfe  with  monarchs  and  grandees. 

Regaling  every  nicer  fenfe 

With  olios,  fcups,  and  fricaflees; 

"Who  kifs  each  beauty's  balmy  lip, 

Gr  gently  buz  into  her  ear. 
About  her  fnowy  bofom  Ikip, 

A.nd  fometimes  creep  the  Lord  knows  where  I 

The  ant,  who  could  no  longer  bear 

His  coufm's  infolence  and  pride, 
Tofs'd  up  his  head,  and  with  an  air 

Of  confcious  worth,  he  thus  reply'd : 

Vain  infed !  know,  the  time  will  come. 
When  the  court- fun  no  more  Ihall  fliine. 

When  frolls  thy  gaudy  limbs  benumb. 
And  damps  about  thy  wings  fliall  twine; 

When 
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When  fome  dark  naily  hole  (hall  hide 

And  cover  thy  negie(fled  head, 
"When  all  this  lofty  fwelling  pride 

Shall  buril,  and  fhrink  into  a  fhade : 

Take  heed,  left  fortune  change  the  fcene : 

Some  of  thy  brethren  I  remember, 
In  June  have  mighty  princes  been. 

But  begg'd  their  bread  before  December. 

MORAL. 
This  precious  offspring  of  a  t — d 
Is  firft  a  pimp,  and  then  a  lord^ 
Ambitious  to  be  great,  not  good. 
Forgets  his  own  dear  fleih  and  blood. 
Blind  Goddefs!  who  delight'ft  in  joke, 
O  fix  him  on  thy  loweft  fpoke ; 
And  fmce  the  fcoundrel  is  fo  vain, 
JReduce  liim  to  his  filth  again. 

FABLE        I\\ 

The  Wolf,  the  F  o  x,  and  the  Ape. 

"*'  CIcdius  accufat  Maechos,  Catilina  Cethegum." 

Juv, 

'T^HE  wolf  impeach'd  the  fox  of  theft, 

The  fox  the  charge  deny'd; 

To  the  grave  ape  the  cafe  was  left. 

In  juftice'io  decide. 

Wife 
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Vv'ife  Pug  with  comely  buttocks  fate. 

And  nodded  o'er  the  laws, 
Diftino-uifh'd  well  throup-h  the  debate. 

And  thus  adjudg'd  the  caufe : 

The  goods  are  dole,  but  not  from  thee. 

Two  pickled  rogues  well  met, 
Thou  ihalt  be  hang'd  for  perjury. 

He  for  an  errant  cheat. 

MORAL. 

Hang  both,  judicious  brute,  'twas  bravely  faid. 
May  villains  always  to  their  ruin  plead ! 
When  knaves  fall  out,  and  fpitefuily  accufe. 
There  's  nothing  like  the  reconciling  noofe. 
O  hemp !   the  noblefl  gift  propitious  heaven 
To  mortals  with  a  bounteous  hand  has  given. 
To  flop  malicious  breath,  to  end  debate. 
To  prop  the  fhaking  throne,  and  purge  the  Hate. 


FABLE         V. 
The    dog    and    the    BEAR. 

*'  — Delirant  reges,  pledluntur  Achivi, 

*'  Seditione,  dolis,  fcelere,  atque  libidine  &  ira 

**  Iliacos  intra  muros,  peccatur,  &  extra."    HoR, 

tr^  O  W  S  E  R,  of  right  Hockleian  fire, 

-■'  A  dog  of  mettle  and  of  fire. 
With  Urfm  grim,  an  errant  bear, 
Maintain'd  a  long  and  dubious  war: 

Oft 
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Oft  L^rfin  on  his  back  was  tort. 

And  Towfer  many  a  collop  loft ; 

Capricious  Fortune  vvculd  declare. 

Now  for  the  dog,  then  for  the  bear. 

Thus  having  try'd  their  courage  fairly^ 

Erave  Urfin  firft  defir'd  a  parly ; 

Stout  combatant  (quoth  he)  whofe  might 

I  've  felt  in  many  a  bloody  fight. 

Tell  me  the  caufe  of  all  this  pother^ 

And  why  we  worry  one  another? 

That 's  a  moot  point,  the  cur  reply'd^ 

Our  mafters  only  can  decide. 

While  thee  and  I  our  hearts  blood  fpill. 

They  prudently  their  pockets  fill; 

Halloo  us  on  with  all  their  might. 

To  turn  a  penny  by  the  fight. 

If  that's  the  cafe,  return'd  the  bear, 

'Tis  time  at  laft  to  end  the  war; 

Thou  keep  thy  teeth,  and  I  my  claws. 

To  combat  in  a  nobler  caufe; 

Sleep  in  a  whole  fkin,  I  advife. 

And  let  them  bleed,  who  gain  the  prize^ 

MORAL. 

Parties  enrag'd  on  one  another  fall. 

The  butcher  and  the  bear-ward  pocket  all. 


FABLE 
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FABLE        VI. 

The  Wounded  Man,  and  the  Swarm  of  Flies. 

*'  E  malis  minimum" — 

QQUALID  v/ith  wounds,  and  many  a  gaping  fore, 

A  wretched  Lazar  lay  dilirefs'd ; 
A  fwarm  of  fiies  his  bleeding  ulcers  tore. 
And  on  his  putrid  carcafs  feaft. 

A  courteous  traveller,  who  pafs'd  that  way. 

And  faw  the  vile  Karpeian  brood, 
OfFer'd  his  help  the  monftrous  crew  to  flay. 

That  rioted  on  human  blood. 

Ah!   gentle  fir,  th'  unhappy  wretch  reply 'd. 

Your  well-meant  charity  refrain ; 
The  angry  Gods  have  that  redrefs  deny'd. 

Your  goodnefs  would  increafe  my  pain. 

Fat,  and  full-fed,  and  Vv'ith  abundance  cloy'd. 
But  now  and  then  thefe  tyrants  feed; 

But  were,  alas  !   this  pamper'd  brood  deflroy'd. 
The  lean  and  hungry  would  fucceed. 

MORAL. 
The  body  politick  muft  foon  decay. 
When  fwarms  of  infedls  on  its  vitals  prey ; 
When  biood-fuckers  of  flate,  a  greedy  brood, 
Feaft  on  our  wounds,  and  fatten  with  our  blood. 

What 
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Whit  mull  we  do  in  this  fjvere  diilrcfs? 
Come,  doftor,  give  the  patient  feme  redrefs : 
The  quacks  iii  politicks  a  change  advife. 
But  cooler  counfels  fliculd  direct  the  wife. 
'Tis  hard  indeed;  but  better  this,  than  woife; 
Miitaken  bleffings  prove  the  greateft  curfe. 
Alas !   what  would  our  bleeding  country  gain. 
If,  when  this  viperous  brood  at  laft  is  ^ain. 
The  teeming  Hydra  pullulates  again ; 
Seizes  the  prey  with  more  voracious  bite. 
To  farisfy  his  hungry  appetite? 

FABLE        Vir. 

The    wolf    and    the    DOG. 

*'  Huncegoper  Syrtes,Libya3que  extrematriumphum 
*'  Ducere  maluerim,  quam  ter  capitolia  curru 
"  Scandere  Pompeii,  quamfrangere  colla  Jugurtha?." 

Luc. 

\    Prowling  wolf  that  fccur'd  the  plains, 
•^-^    To  eafe  his  hunger's  griping  pains ; 
Ragged  as  courtier  in  difgrace. 
Hide-bound,  and  lean,  and  cut  of  cafe; 
By  chance  a  well-fed  dog  efpy'd. 
And  being  kin,  and  near  ally'd. 
He  civilly  falutes  the  cur. 
How  do  you,  cuz?    Your  fervant,  fir! 
O  happy  friend  !   how  gay  thy  mien  ! 
Hew  plump  thy  fides,  how  fleek  thy  fkin ! 

Vol.  XL.  T  Triumphant 
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Triumphant  plenty  fliines  all  o'er. 
And  the  fat  melts  at  every  pore !  i 

While  I,  alas  I   decay'd  and  old. 
With  hurger  pin'd,  and  flifFwith  cold. 
With  many  a  howl,  and  hideous  groan. 
Tell  the  relentlefs  woods  my  moan. 
Pr'ythee,  my  happy  friend  !   impart 
Thy  wondrQus,  cuaning,  thriving  art. 
Why,  faith,  I  'il  tell  thee  as  a  friend. 
But  firft  thy  furly  manners  mend ; 
Be  complaifant,  obliging,  kind, 
And  leave  the  wolf  for  once  behind. 
The  Vvolf,  whofe  mouth  began  to  water. 
With  joy  and  rapture  gallop'd  after, 
W^hen  thus  the  dog :    At  bed  and  board, 
,  I  fhare  the  plenty  of  my  lord ; 
From  every  guefl  I  claim  a  fee. 
Who  court  my  lord  by  bribing  me : 

In  mirth  I  revel  all  the  dav,  t 

And  many  a  game  at  romps  I  play : 

I  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  flicks,  ? 

And  twenty  fuch  diverting  tricks. 

'Tis  pretty,  faith,  the  wolf  reply 'd. 

And  on  his  neck  the  collar  fpy'd: 

Ke  ftarts,  and  without  mere  ado 

He  bids  the  abjeO:  wretch  adieu: 

Enjoy  your  dainties,  friend ;   to  me 

The  nobleft  feall  is  liberty. 

The  fam.ifn'd  wolf  upon  thefe  defart  plains. 

Is  happier  than  a  fawning  cur  in  chains. 

MORAL. 

i 
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MORA    L. 
Thus  bravely  fpoke  the  nurfe  of  ancient  Rome, 
Thus  the  ftarv'd  Swifs,  and  hungry  Grifcns  roam. 
On  barren  hills,  clad  with  eternal  fnow. 
And  look  with  fcorn  on  the  prim  flaves  below. 
Thus  Cato  fcap'd  by  death  the  tyrant's  chains, 
And  walks  unfhackled  in  th'  Elyfian  plains. 
Thus,   Britons,  thus,  your  great  forefathers  flood 
For  liberty,  and  fought  in  feas  of  blood. 
To  barren  rocks,  and  gloomy  woods  confin'd. 
Their  virtues  by  neccflity  refin'd. 
Nor  cold,  nor  want,  nor  death,  could  fhake  their 

fteady  mind. 
No  faucy  Druid  then  durfl:  cry  aloud, 
And  with  his  flavifh  cant  debauch  the  crowd: 
No  paiTive  legions  in  a  fcoundrel's  caufe 
Pillage  a  city,  and  affront  the  laws. 
The  ftate  was  quiet,  happy,  and  ferene. 
For  Boadicea  was  the  Britons  queen ; 
Her  fubjeds  their  juft  liberties  maintain'd. 
And  in  her  peoples  hearts  the  happy  monarch  reign'd. 


T  2  FABLE 
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FABLE         VIII. 
THE        OYSTER. 

ff  —  In  jus 

**  Acres procurrunt, magnum fpedlaculumuterque.** 

HoR« 

'  I  ^  W  O  comrades,  as  grave  authors  fay, 
(But  in  what  chapter,  page,  or  line. 
Ye  criticks,  ifyepleafe,  define) 
Had  found  an  oyfter  in  their  way. 

Conteft  and  foul  debate  arofe. 

Both  view'd  at  once  with  greedy  eyes. 
Both  challeng'd  the  delicious  prize. 

And  high  words  foon  improv'd  to  blows. 

Aftions  on  actions  hence  fucceed. 
Each  hero  's  obflinatcly  fiout. 
Green  bags  and  parchments  iiy  about. 

Pleadings  are  drawn,  and  counfel  fee'd. 

The  parfon  of  the  plnce,  good  man  ! 

Whofe  kind  and  charitable  heart 

In  human  ills  ftlil  bore  a  part. 
Thrice  fnook  his  head,  and  thus  began. 

Neighbours  and  friends,  refer  to  me 

Tliis  dougiity  matter  in  difpute, 

I  '11  fi^on  decide  th'  important  fuit. 
Ana  finiili  ail  without  a  fee. 

Give 
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Give  me  the  oyller  then — 'tis  well- 
He  opens  it,  and  at  one  flip 
Gulps  the  contefted  trifle  up. 

And  fmiling  gives  to  each  a  (hell. 

Henceforth  let  fcolifli  diicord  ceafe,  • 
Your  oyfter  's  good  as  e'er  was  eat; 
T  thank  you  for  my  dainty  treat, 

God  blefs  you  both,  and  live  in  peace. 

MORAL. 

Ye  men  of  Norfolk  and  of  Wales, 

From  this  learn  common  fenfe ; 
Nor  thruft  your  neighbours  into  gaols. 

For  every  flight  oiFence. 
Banifh  thofe  vermin  of  debate. 

That  on  your  fubftance  feed; 
The  knaves,  who  now  are  ferv'd  in  plate. 

Would  ftarve,  if  fools  agreed. 

F     A     B     L     E         IX. 

The    sheep    and    the    BUSH. 

•*  Laetus  forte  tua  vives  fapienter."—  Hot; 

A    Sheep,  well-meaning  brute  !  one  morn 
^^     Retir'd  beneath  a  fpreading  thorn, 

A  pealing  ftorm  to  fhun; 
Efcap'd  indeed  both  rain  and  wind,- 
But  left,  alas!  his  fleece  behind: 
W^as  it  not  wifely  done  ? 

T  3  MORAL. 
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MORA    L. 
Beneath  the  blaft  while  pliant  ofiers  bend. 
The  ftubborn  oak  each  furious  wind  fhall  rend; 
Difcreetly  yield,  and  patiently  endure. 
Such  common  evils  as  admit  no  cure. 
Thefe  Fate  ordains,  and  Heav'n's  high  will  hath  Tent: 
In  humble  littlenefs  fubmit  content. 
But  thofe  thy  folly  brings,  in  time  preveat. 

FABLE         X. 
THE     FROGS     CHOICE. 

n  TTOTot,    otov  075  yv  ©SB?  ^^oloi  txTnouvlxi. 

1,(pr,<jiv  ccrucr^uXitojiv  VTTcf  ^o^ov  uhyi  i^H^hv, 

T  N  a  wild  ftate  of  nature,  long 

The  frogs  at  random  liv'd. 
The  weak  a  prey  unto  the  ftrong, 
"With  anarchy  opprefs'd  and  griev'd. 

At  length  the  lawlefs  rout. 
Taught  by  their  fufferings,  grew  devout: 
An  embafiy  to  Jove  they  fent. 
And  begg'd  his  highnef.  would  bellow 
Some  frt  led  form  of  government, 
A  king  to  iule  the  fens  below. 
Jove,  fmi'ing,  grants  their  odd  requeft, 
A  king  th'  ixiuuigenc  power  bellow'd, 


\ 
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(Such  Rs  might  fuit  their  genius  bell) 
A  beam  of  a  prodigious  fize, 

With  all  its  cumbcrous  load. 

Came  tumbling  from  the  ikies. 
The  waters  daih  againft  the  fnore. 

The  hollow  caverns  roar ; 
The  rocks  return  the  dreadful  found, 

Copvuliions  Hiake  the  ground. 
The  multitude  with  horror  fled. 

And  in  his  oozy  bed 
Each  (kulking  coward  hid  his  head. 

V/hen  ail  is  now  crown  calm  aj^ain. 
And  fmoothly  glides  the  liquid  plain, 
A  frog  more  refolute  and  bold, 
Peeping  with  caution  from  his  hold ; 
Recover'd  from  his  firil  farprize. 
As  o*er  the  wave  his  head  he  popt. 
He  faw — but  fcarce  believ'd  his  eyes. 
On  the  fame  bank  where  firft  he  dropt, 

Th'  imperial  lubber  lies, 
Stretch'd  at  his  cafe,  carelefs,  content: 
Is  this  the  monarch  Jove  has  fent, 
(Said  he)  our  warlike  troops  to  lead? 
Ay  !   'tis  a  glorious  prince  indeed  1 
Bv  fuch  an  aftive  general  led. 
The  routed  mice  our  arms  ih.ill  dread. 

Subdued  fhall  quit  their  claim; 
Old  Homer  fhall  recant  his  lays. 

For  us  new  trophies  raife. 
Sing  our  victorious  arms,  and  juftify  our  fame. 

T  4  Then 
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Then  Ir.ughing  impudently  loud. 

He  Toon  alarm'd  the  daftard  crowd. 

The  croaking  nations  with  contempt 

Behold  the  wcrthlefs  indolent. 

On  wings  of  winds,  fwift  fcandal  iiies. 
Libels,  lampoons,  and  lyes, 

Hoarfe  treafons,  tunelefs  blafphemies. 
With  active  leap  at  laft  upon  his  back  they  ftride. 
And  on  the  royal  loggerhead  in  triumph  ride. 

Once  more  to  Jove  their  prayers  addreft. 

And  once  more  Jove  grants  their  requefl : 

A  ftork  he  fends  of  monftrous  fize. 

Red  lightning  flafhing  in  his  eyes ; 

RuI'd  by  no  block,  as  heretofore, 

The  gazing  crowds  prels'd  to  his  court; 
Admire  his  llately  mien,  his  haughty  port> 
And  only  not  adore. 

AddrefTes  of  congratulation. 

Sent  from  each  loyal  corporation, 
Full-freip-ht  with  truth  and  fenfe, 

Exhauited  all  tlieir  eloquence. 
But  now,  alas !  'twas  night ;  kings  mufl:  have  meat 5 

The  Grand  Vizier  £i-il  goes  to  pot. 

Three  Baflas  next,  happy  their  lot ! 

Gain'd  Paradife  by  being  eat. 

And  this,  faid  he,  and  this  is  mine. 
And  this,  by  right  divine: 

In  fhort,  'twas  all  for  public  weal. 
He  fwallow'd  half  a  nation  at  a  meal. 

Again 
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Again  they  beg  Almighty  Jove, 
This  cruel  tyrant  to  remove. 
With  fierce  refentment  in  his  eyes. 
The  frowning  Thunderer  replies ; 
Thofe  evils  which  yourfelves  create, 
Rafh  fools !  ye  novv'  repent  too  late  ; 
Made  wretched  by  the  public  voice. 
Not  through  neceffity,  but  choice  ! 
Ee  gone  !  —Nor  wreft  from  Heaven  fome  heavier  curfe> 
Better  bear  this,  this  ftork,  than  worfe. 

MORAL. 

Opprefs'd  with  happinefs,  and  fick  with  eafe. 

Not  Heaven  itfelf  our  fickle  minds  can  pleafe. 

Fondly  we  vvilh,  cloy'd  with  celeilial  ftore. 

The  leeks  and  onions  which  we  loath'd  before : 

Still  roving,  Hill  defiring,  never  pleas'd. 

With  plenty  ftarv'd,  and  ev'n  with  health  difeas'd. 

With  partial  eyes  each  prefent  good  we  view. 

Nor  covet  what  is  beft,  but  what  is  new. 

Ye  powers  above,  v.ho  make  mankind  your  care^ 

To  bbfs  the  fupplicant,  rejedl  his  prayer ! 

FABLE        XI. 
Liberty  and  Love;  or,  the  Two  Sparrows, 
**  — Dos  ell  uxoria,  lites.'*  Ovid, 


A 


Sparrow  and  his  mate, 
(Believe  me,  gentle  Kate) 

Once  lov'd  like  I  and  you ; 

With 
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With  mutual  ardour  join'd. 
No  turtles  e'er  fo  kind. 
So  conftant,  and  fo  true, 

They  hopp'd  from  fpray  to  fpray. 
They  bill'd,   they  chirp'd  all  day. 

They  cuddled  clofe  all  night ; 
To  blifs  they  wak'd  each  morn. 
In  every  buili  and  thorn. 

Gay  fcenes  of  new  delight. 

At  length  the  fowler  came, 
(The  knave  was  much  to  blame) 

And  this  dear  pair  trepann'd  ; 
Both  in  one  cage  confin'd. 
Why,  faith  and  troth,  'rwas  kind; 

Nay,  hold — that  mull  be  fcann'd. 

.  Fair  liberty  thus  gone. 
And  one  coop'd  up  with  one, 

'Twas  aukward,  new,  and  llrange  ; 
For  better  and  for  worfe, 
O  difmal,  fatal  curfe  ! 

No  mxore  abroad  to  range. 

No  cards  nov,'  they  fmg, 
.Each  droops  his  little  wing. 

And  mourns  his  cruel  fate : 
Clouds  on  each  brov/  appear. 
My  honey,  and  my  dear, 
Is  now  quite  out  of  date.     ' 


They 
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They  pine,  lament,  and  moan, 
'Twould  melt  an  heart  of  Hone, 

To  hear  their  fad  complaint : 
Ncr  he  fupply'd  her  wants. 
Nor  fhe  refrain'd  from  taunts. 

That  might  provoke  a  faint. 

Hard  words  improve  to  blows. 
For  now,  grown  mortal  foes. 

They  peck,  they  fcratch,  they  fcream; 
The  cage  lies  on  the  floor. 
The  wires  are  ftain'd  with  gore, 
.     It  fvvells  into  a  llream. 

Dear  Kitty,  would  you  know 
The  caufe  of  all  this  woe. 

It  is  not  hard  to  guefs ; 
Whatever  dees  conftrain. 
Turns  pleafure  into  pain, 

'Tis  choice  alone  can  blefs. 

When  both  no  more  are  free, 
Infipid  I  mull  be. 

And  you  lofe  all  your  charms ; 
My  fmother'd  pafiion  dies. 
And  even  your  bright  eyes, 

Neceffity  difarms. 

Then  let  us  love,  my  fair. 
But  unconftrain'd  as  air. 
Each  join  a  willing  heart ; 

Let 
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Let  free-born  fouls  difdain. 
To  wear  a  tvrant's  chain. 
And  acl  a  nobler  part. 

JP     A    B    L     E        XII. 

THE     TWO     SPRINGS. 

"  —  Errat  longe  mea  quidem  fententia 
*'  Qui  imperium  credat  gravius  eife  aut  ftabilius 
**  Vi  quod  fit,  quamilludquodamicitiaadjungitur.'* 

Ter,^ 

'  I  *WO  fifter  fprings,  from  the  fame  parent  hill, 
Eorn  on  the  fame  propitious  day. 
Through  the  cleft  rock  diftil : 
Adown  the  reverend  mountain's  fide. 
Through  groves  of  myrtle  glide. 
Or  through  the  violet  beds  obliquely  ftray. 
The  laurel,  each  proud  vigor's  crown. 
From  them  receives  her  high  renown. 

From  them  the  curling  vine 
Her  cluilers  big  with  racy  wine. 
To  them  her  oil  the  peaceful  olive  owes>' 

And  her  vermilion  blufh  the  rofe. 
The  gracious  ftreams  in  fmooth  meanders  flow. 
To  every  thirfty  root  difpenfe 
Their  kindly  cooling  influence. 
And  Paradife  adorns  the  mountain's  brow. 

But  oh !  the  fad  effed  of  pride  ! 
Thefe  happy  twins  at  lafl  divide. 

•*  SiHe/ 
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*'  Silrer  (exclaims  th'  ambitious  fpring) 
**  What  profit  do  thefe  labours  bring? 
**  Always  to  give,  and  never  to  enjoy, 
*'  A  fraitle{s  and  a  mean  employ  ! 
**  Stay  here  inglorious  if  you  pleafe, 
**  And  loiter  out  a  life  of  indolence  and  eafe: 
**  Goy  humble  drudge,  each  thiftle  rear, 
*'  And  nurfe  each  fiirub,  your  daily  care, 

•*■'  V.'hile,  pouring  down  from  this  my  lofty  fource, 
**  I  deluge  all  the  plain, 
''  No  dams  fhall  ftop  my  courfe, 
*'  And  rocks  oppofe  in  vain. 
*'  See  where  my  foaming  billows  flow, 
**  Above  the  hills  my  waves  afpire, 
**  The  {hepherds  and  their  flocks  retire, 

*'  And  talleil:  cedars  as  they  pafs  in  fign  of  homage  bow. 
"  To  me  each  tributary  fpring 
*'  Its  fupplemental  flores  {hall  bring, 
*'  With  me  the  rivers  fhall  unite, 
*'  The  lakes  beneath  my  banners  fight, 
*'  Till  the  proud  Danube  and  the  Rhine 
*'  Shall  own  their  fame  eclips'd  by  mine; 

^'  Both  Gods  and  men  fhall  dread  my  watery  fway, 

**  Nor  thefe  in  cities  fafc,  nor  in  their  tem':les  they.'* 

Away  the  haughty  boaller  flew 
Scarce  bade  her  After  flream  a  cool  adieu. 
Her  waves  grow  turbulent  and  bold. 
Not  gently  murmuring  as  of  old. 

But 
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But  roughly  daih  againft  the  fhore. 
And  tofs  their  fpumy  heads,  and  proudly  roar. 
The  careful  farmer  with  furprize. 
Sees  the  tumultuous  torrent  rife  ; 
"With  bufy  looks  the  ruftic  band  appear. 
To  guard  their  growing  hopes,  the  promife  of  the  year. 
All  hands  unite,  with  dams  they  bound 
The  rafh  rebellious  ftream  around  ; 
In  vain  fhe  foams,  in  vain  fhe  raves. 
In  vain  fhe  curls  her  feeble  waves, 
Befie^'d  at  laft  on  every  fide. 
Her  fource  exhaufted  and  her  channel  dry'd, 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  impotence  and  pride  !) 
A  (hallow  pond  flie  Hands  confin'd. 
The  refuge  of  the  croaking  kind. 
Rufhes  and  fags,  an  inbred  foe, 
Choak  up  the  muddy  pool  below ; 

The  tyrant  fun  on  high 
Exacls  his  ufual  fubfidy  ; 
And  the  poor  pittance  that  remains. 
Each  gaping  cranny  drains. 
Too  late  the  fool  repents  her  haughty  boaft, 
A  namelefs  nothing,  in  oblivion  loft. 

Her  fifter  fpring,  benevolent  and  kind. 
With  joy  fees  all  around  her  bleft. 

The  good  ihe  does,  into  her  generous  mind 
Returns  again  with  intereft. 
The  farmer  oft  invokes  her  aid 
When  Sirius  nips  the  tender  blade ; 

Her 
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Her  ftreams  a  fure  elixir  bring. 
Gay  plenty  decks  the  fields,  and  a  perpetual  ipring. 
Wheree'r  the  gardener  fmooths  her  eafy  way. 
Her  dudlile  frreams  obey. 
Courteous  fhe  vifits  every  bed,  "^ 

Narciflus  rears  his  drooping  head,  ^ 

By  her  difFufive  bounty  fed.  J 

Reviv'd  from  her  indulgent  urn, 
Sad  Hyacinth  forgets  to  mourn, 
Rich  in  the  bleflings  fhe  bellows. 
All  nature  fmiles  wheree'er  llie  flows. 
Enamour'd  with  a  nymph  fo  fair. 
See  where  the  river  Gods  appear. 
A  nymph  fo  eminently  good. 
The  joy  of  all  the  neighbourhood  ; 
They  clafp  her  in  their  liquid  arms. 
And  riot  in  th'  abundance  of  her  charms. 
Like  old  Alpheus  fond,   their  wanton  ftreams  they 

join'd. 
Like  Arethufa  fhe,  as  lovely,  and  as  kind. 
Now  fvvell'd  into  a  m.ighty  flood. 

Her  channel  deep  and  wide, 
Still  fhe  perfifts  in  doing  good. 
Her  bounty  flows  with  every  tide. 
A  thoufand  rivulets  in  her  train 
With  fertile  waves  enrich  the  plain  : 
The  fcaly  herd,  a  numerous  throng. 
Beneath  her  filver  billows  glide  along, 
Whofe  ftill-increafmg  flioals  fupply 
The  poor  ir.an's  wants,  the  great  one's  luxury : 

Here 
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Here  all  the  feather'd  troops  retreat. 

Securely  ply  their  oary  feet. 

Upon  her  floating  herbage  gaze. 
And  with  their  tuneful  notes  refound  her  praife. 

Here  flocks  and  herds  in  fafety  feed. 

And  fatten  in  each  flowery  mead  : 
No  beafts  of  prey  appear 

The  watchful  fliepherd  to  beguile. 
No  monflers  of  the  deep  inhabit  here. 
Nor  the  voracious  fliark,  nor  wily  crocodile; 
But  Delia  and  her  nymphs,  chafte  fylvan  queen. 

By  mortals  prying  eyes  unfeen. 
Bathe  in  her  flood,  and  fport  upon  her  borders 

Here  merchants,  careful  of  their  fl:ore,      [green. 
By  angry  billows  tofr. 

Anchor  fecure  beneath  her  fliore. 
And  blefs  the  friendly  coaft. 

Soon  mighty  fleets  in  all  their  pride 

Triumphant  on  her  furface  ride  : 
The  bufy  trader  on  her  banks  appears, 

An  hundred  different  tongues  flie  hears. 

At  lafl,  with  wonder  and  furprize. 

She  fees  a  fl;ately  city  rife; 

With  joy  the  happy  flood  admires 

The  lofty  domes,  the  pointed  fpires ; 
The  porticos,  magnificently  great. 

Where  all  the  crowding  nations  meet; 

The  bridges  that  adorn  her  brow. 
From  bank  to  bank  their  ample  arches  firide. 
Through  which  her  curling  waves  in  triumph  glide. 

And  in  melodious  murmurs  flow. 

Now 
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Now  grown  a  port  of  high  renown. 
The  treafure  of  the  world  her  own. 
Both  Indies  with  their  precious  flores. 
Pay  yearly  tribute  to  her  ftiores. 
Honour'd  by  all,  a  rich,  well-peopled  ftream. 
Nor  father  Thames  himfelf  of  more  elleem. 

MORAL. 

The  power  of  kings  (if  rightly  underftood) 
Is  but  a  grant  from  heaven  of  doing  good; 
Proud  tyrants,  who  malicioufly  deftroy. 
And  ride  o'er  ruins  with  malignant  joy; 
Humbled  in  dull,  foon  to  their  coft  Ihall  know 
Heaven  our  avenger,  and  mankind  their  foe ; 
While  gracious  monarchs  reap  the  good  they  fow : 
Blefling,  are  blefs'd;  far  fpreads  their  jufl  renown, 
Confenting  nations  their  dominion  own. 
And  joyful  happy  crowds  fupport  their  throne 
In  vain  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell  combine. 
Each  guardian  angel  fhall  protedl  that  line. 
Who  by  their  virtues  prove  their  right  divine. 


Vol,  XL.  U  FABLE 
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FABLE         XIII. 
THE    BALD    BATCHELOR: 

Being  a  Paraphrafe  upon  the  Second  Fable  in  the 
Second  Book  oFPh^drus. 

**  Frigidus  in  Venerem  fenior,  fruftraque  laborem 
**  Ingratum  trahit :  &  fi  quando  at  prselia  ventum  eft> 
**  Ut  quondam  in  ftipulis  magnus  fine  viribus  ignis, 
**  IncalTum  furit.    Ergo  animos  aevumque  notabis 
**  Praecipue."—  Virg.  Georg.  lib.  iii. 

A    Eatchelor,  who,  pafl  his  prime, 
•^^    Had  been  a  good  one  in  his  time. 
Had  fcour'd  the  flreets,  had  whor'd,  got  drunk. 
Had  fought  his  man,  and  kept  his  punk ; 
Was  fcmetimes  rich,  but  oftener  poor, 
.     With  early  duns  about  his  door ; 
Being  a  little  ofr  his  mettle. 
Thought  it  convenient  now  to  fettle : 
Grew  wondrous  wife  at  forty-five, 
Refolving  to  be  grave,  and  thrive. 
By  chance  he  call  his  roguiih  eye 
Upon  a  dame  who  liv'd  hard  by ; 
A  widow  debonair  and  gay, 
Odtober  in  the  drefs  of  May; 
Artful  to  lay  both  red  and  white,  n 

Skill'd  in  repairs,  and,  ev'n  in  fpight  > 

Of  tims-  and  wrinkles,  kept  ail  tight.  J 

But 
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But  he,  whofe  heart  was  apt  to  rove. 
An  arrant  wanderer  in  love ; 
Befides  this  widow,  had  Mifs  Kitty,. 
Juicy  and  young,  exceeding  witty : 
On  her  he  thought,  ferious  or  gay. 
His  dream  by  night,  his  toaft  by  day; 
He  thought,  but  not  on  her  alone, 
For  who  would  be  confin'd  to  one  ? 
Between  them  both  ftrange  work  he  made ; 
Gave  this  a  ball,  or  mafquerade ; 
With  that,  at  ferious  ombre  play'd : 
The  felf-fame  compliments  he  fpoke. 
The  felf-fame  oaths  he  fwore,  he  broke ; 
Alternately  on  each  bellows 
Frail  promifes  and  fhort-liv'd  vows. 
Variety  1  kind  fource  of  joy  ! 
Without  whofe  aid  all  pleafures  cloy ; 
Without  thee,  who  would  ever  prove 
The  painful  drudgeries  of  love  ? 
Without  thee,  what  indulgent  wight 
Would  read  what  we  in  garrets  write  ? 
But,  not  to  make  my  tale  perplex'd. 
And  keep  more  clofely  to  my  text ; 
'Tis  fit  the  courteous  reader  know 
This  middle-aged  man  had  been  a  beau. 
But,  above  all,  his  head  of  hair 
Had  been  his  great  peculiar  care ; 
To  which  his  ferious  hours  he  lent. 
Nor  deem*d  the  precious  time  mifpent. 

U  2  'Twas 
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'Twas  long,  and  curling,  and  jet  black. 
Hung  to  the  middle  of  his  back ; 
Black,  did  I  fay?    Ay,  once  'twas  fo. 
But  cruel  time  had  fmok'd  the  beau. 
And  powder'd  o'er  his  head  with  fnow. 
As  an  old  horfe  that  had  been  hard  rid. 
Or  from  his  mafter's  coach  difcarded, 
Forc'd  in  a  tumbril  to  go  filler, 
Or  load  for  fome  poor  rogue  a  miller  ; 
On  his  grave  noddle,  o'er  his  eyes. 
Black  hairs  and  white  promifcuous  rife ; 
Which  chequer  o'er  his  reverend  pate. 
And  prove  the  keiFel  more  fedate : 
So  with  this  worthy  fquire  it  far'd. 
Yet  he  nor  time  nor  labour  fpar'd. 
But,  with  exceffive  coll  and  pains. 
Still  made  the  beft  of  his  remains. 
Each  night  beneath  his  cap  he  furl'd  it. 
Each  morn  in  modifh  ringlets  curl'd  it; 
Now  made  his  comely  trefTes  Ihine, 
With  orange -butter,  jefTamine; 
Then  with  fweet  powder  and  perfumes 
He  purify'd  his  upper  rooms. 
So  when  a  jockey  brings  a  marci. 
Or  horfe,  or  gelding,  to  a  fair, 
Though  he  be  fpavin'd,  old,  and  blind. 
With  founder'd  feet,  and  broken  wind; 
Yet,,  if  he  's  mailer  of  his  trade. 
He  '11  curry  well,  and  trim  the  jade. 


To 
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To  make  the  cheat  go  glibly  down. 
And  bubble  fome  unwary  clown. 

What  woman  made  of  flefh  and  blood. 

So  fweet  a  gallant  e'er  withftood  ? 

They  melt,  they  yield,  both,  both  are  fmitten. 

The  good  old  pufs,  and  the  young  kitten ; 

And,  being  now  familiar  grown. 

Each  look'd  upon  him  as  her  own ; 

No  longer  talk'd  of  dear,  or  honey, 

But  of  plain  downright  matrimony. 

At  that  dread  word  his  worfhip  flarted. 

And  was  (we  may  fuppofe)  faint-hearted; 

Yet,  being  refolv'd  to  change  his  ftate, 

"Winks  both  his  eyes,  and  truffcs  to  fate. 

But  now  new  doubts  and  fcruples  rife. 

To  plague  him  with  perplexities ; 
He  knew  not  which,  alas  1   to  chufe. 
This  he  muft  take,   and  that  refufe. 

As  when  fome  idle  country  lad 
Swings  on  a  gate,  his  wooden  pad ; 
To  right,  to  left,  he  fpurs  away. 
But  neither  here  nor  there  can  ftav ; 
Till,  by  the  catch  furpriz'd,  the  lout 
His  journey  ends,  where  he  fet  out: 
Ev'n  fo  this  dubious  lover  flray'd. 
Between  the  widow  and  the  maid ; 
And,  after  fwinglng  to  and  fro. 
Was  juil  in  aquiliario. 
Yet  ftill  a  lover's  warmth  he  fliows. 
And  makes  his  vifits  and  his  bcwsj 

U  3  Domcilic 
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Domeftic  grown,  both  here  and  there. 
Nor  Pag,  nor  Shock,  were  half  fo  dear: 
With  bread  and  butter,  and  wi':h  tea. 
And  madam's  toilet,  who  but  he  ? 
There  fix'd  a  patch,  or  broke  a  comb  ; 
At  night,  the  widow's  drawing-room. 
O  fweet  viciffitude  of  love  ! 
Who  would  covet  heaven  above. 
Were  men  but  thus  allow'd  to  rove  ? 
But,  alas  1  fome  curs'd  event. 
Some  unexpefted  accident. 
Humbles  our  pride,  and  fnows  the  odds 
Between  frail  mortals  and  the  gods : 
This  by  the  fequel  will  appear 
A  truth  moil  evident  and  clear. 
As  on  the  widow's  panting  breail 
He  laid  his  peaceful  head  to  reft. 
Dreaming  of  pleafures  yet  in  ftore. 
And  joys  he  ne'er  had  felt  before; 
His  grizly  locks  appear  difplay'd. 
In  all  their  pomp  of  light  and  ihade. 
Alas !  my  future  fpoufe,  faid  fhe. 
What  do  mine  eyes  aftonifh'd  fee  ? 
Marriage  demands  equality. 
What  will  malicious  neighbours  fay. 
Should  I,  a  widow  young  and  gay. 
Marry  a  man  both  old  and  grey  ? 
Thofe  hideous  hairs ! — with  that  a  tear 
Did  in  each  cryftal  fluice  appear ; 


1 


I 
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She  fetch'd  a  deep  figh  from  her  heart, 
As  who  fhould  fay.  Bed  friends  mull  part ! 
Then  mus'd  a  while ;  there  is  but  one. 
But  this  expedient  left  alone. 
To  fave  that  dear  head  from  diferace : 
Here,  Jenny,  fetch  my  tweafer-cafe. 
To  work  then  went  the  treacherous  fair. 
And  grubb'd  up  here  and  there  a  hair: 
But,   as  fhe  meant  not  to  renew 
His  charms,  but  fet  her  own  to  view; 
And  by  this  foil  more  bright  appear. 
In  youthful  bloom  when  he  was  near. 
The  cunning  gipfy  nipt  away 
The  black,  but  flily  left  the  grey. 
O  Dalilah  !  perfidious  fair ! 
O  fex  ingenious  to  enfnare  ! 
How  faithlefs  all  your  doings  are  ! 
Whom  nature  form'd  your  lord,  your  guide. 
You  his  precarious  power  deride. 
Tool  of  your  vanity  and  pride. 
The  fquire,  Vvho,  thus  deceiv'd,  ne'er  dreamt 
What  the  deceitful  traitrefs  meant ; 
Thrice  kifs'd  her  hand,  and  then  retir'd. 
With  more  exalted  thoughts  infpir'd : 
To  his  fair  Filly  next  repairs. 
With  ftatelier  port,  and  youthful  airs. 
Lord  !  fir— (faid  Ihe)  you  're  mighty  gay. 
But  I  muft  tell  you  by  the  way. 
That  no  brood  goofe  was  e'er  fo  grey, 

U  4  Here, 
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Here,  let  this  hand  eradicate 

Thofe  foul  difhonours  of  your  pate. 

For  fhe,  poor  thing  !  whofe  virgin  heart> 

Unflcill'd  in  every  female  art. 

In  pure  fimplicity  believ'd 

His  youth  might  this  way  be  retriev'd; 

At  leafl  his  age  difguis'd,  and  fhe, 

Prom  fpightful  prudes,  and  cenfure  free ; 

With  earned  diligence  and  care, 

Grubb'd  by  the  roots  each  grizzled  hair; 

Some  few  black  hairs  fhe  left  behind. 

But  not  one  of  the  filver  kind. 

But  when  fhe  faw  what  work  fhe  'd  made. 

His  bald  broad  front,  without  a  fhade. 

And  all  his  hatchet  face  difplay'd. 

With  fcarce  fix  hairs  upon  a  fide. 

His  large  out-fpreading  luggs  to  hide ; 

She  laugh'd,  fhe  fcream'd;  and  Nan  and  Befs, 

In  concert  laugh'd,   and  fcream'd  no  lefs. 

Home  fkulk'd  the  fquire^  and  hid  his  face, 

Sore-fmitten  vvitii  the  foul  difgrace  : 

Softly  he  knock'd,  but  trufty  John, 

Who  knew  his  hour  was  twelve,  or  one, 

Rubb'd  both  his  eyes,  and  yawn'd,  and  fvvore. 

And  quickly  blunder'd  to  the  door. 

But  ftarting  back  at  this  difafler, 

Vow'd  that  old  Nick  had  hagg'd  his  mafler : 

The  landlady,   in  fore  affright. 

Fell  into  fit5,  and  fvvoon'd  out-right ; 


\ 


The 
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The  neighbourhood  was  rais'd,  and  call'd. 
The  maids  mifcarry'd,  children  bawl'd. 
The  cur,  whom  oft  his  bounty  fed. 
With  many  a  fcrap  and  bit  of  bread  ; 
Now  own'd  him  not,  but  in  the  throng 
Grovil'd  at  him  as  he  fneak'd  along. 
To  bed  he  went,   'tis  true,  but  not 
Or  clos'd  his  eyes,  or  flept  one  jot ; 
Not  Nifus  was  in  fuch  defpair, 
Spoil'd  of  his  kingdom  and  his  hair : 
Not  ev'n  Belinda  made  fuch  moan. 
When  her  dear  favourite  lock  was  gone. 
He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd  amain. 
And  all  his  paft  life  ran  o'er  again ; 
Damn'd  every  female  bite  to  Tyburn, 
From  mother  Eve,  to  mother  Wyburn, 
Each  youthful  vanity  abjur'd. 
Whores,  box  and  dice,  and  claps  ill -cur 'd: 
And,  having  loft  by  female  art 
This  darling  idol  of  his  heart, 
Thofe  precious  locks,  that  might  out-vie 
The  trim-curl'd  God  who  lights  the  fky  ; 
Refolv'd  to  grow  devout  and  wife. 
Or  what 's  almoft  the  fame — precife  ; 
Canted,  and  whin'd,  and  talk'd  moft  odly. 
Was  very  flovenly  and  godly 
(For  nothing  makes  devotion  keen. 
Like  difappointment  and  chagrin) : 
In  fine,   he  fet  his  hcufe  in  order. 
And  pioufiy  put  on  a  border. 

M  O  R  A  L. 
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MORAL. 

To  you,  gay  fparks,  who  wafte  your  youthful  prime. 

Old  ^fop  fends  this  monitory  rhyme  ; 

Leave,  leave,  for  fhame  your  trulls  at  Sh — er  hall. 

And  marry  in  good  time,  or  not  at  all. 

Of  all  the  monfters  Smithfield  e'er  could  fhow. 

There's  none  fo  hideous  as  a  batter'd  beau. 

Truft  not  the  noon  of  life,  but  take  the  morn ; 

Will  Honeycomb  is  every  female's  fcorn. 

Let  him  be  rich,  high-born,  book-learn'd,  and  wife. 

Believe  m.e,  friends,  in  every  woman's  eyes, 

'Tis  back,  and  brawn,  and  fmew,  wins  the  prize. 
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